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Yet neſs in: permitting. your 
"IF Royal Name to ftand be- 
fore the following Piece, 
is an Inſtance of the greateſt 
Condeſcenſion of a Great Mind, 
And this Permiſſion, after having 
honoured: the Performance of it 
_ your Royal Preſence; the 
i A 4 more 


DEDICATION. 


more ſenſibly touches Me, as it ſa 
will naturally lead every one to ft] 
this Reflexion, That fo great an Ns 
Honour would not have been Nu 
allowed it, had it not appeared 
free from all Offence againſt the 
Rules of Good-Manners and De- 
cency. 

Thus whilſt your Majeſty ſits 
as a watchful Arbiter of the 
greateſt Affairs that ever perplexed 
Europe, You can deſcend to the 

innocent Amuſements of Life; 
and take a Pleaſure in favour- 
ing an Om to an to their 
Number. 
We ſee whh en in your Ma- 
jay, an undeniable Proof, That 


the true Greatneſs and Luſtre of 
a 


% — * 3 


DEDICATION. 
a Prince is founded, not upon 
the Magnificence of Pomp and 
Shew, and Power, but upon the 
whole Tenor of a Conduct formed 
for ſecuring and confirming the 
Rights and Happineſs of his Sub- 
jets. This, being built upon 
publick Facts, will always remain 
; plainly legible in the Annals of 
Hiſtory, when the Traces of the 
moſt delicate Flattery ſhall be all 
Noſt and gone. 
When the Records of our 
Country ſhall barely tell the World 
the glorious Appearance in this 
Nation, upon a late trying Oc- 
eaſion; and ſay That, upon a 
violent Attack made upon your 
Crown, all Orders and Degrees, 
| all 


* | mo RS. dt J— — * 


DE DIC ATI ON. 
all Sects and Parties amongſt us, 
roſe up, as One Man; not con- 
tenting Themſelves to offer their 
Lives and Fortunes in the Sounds 
of formal Addreſſes; but actually 
pouring out their Treaſures, and 
hazarding their Perſons That 
your whole People did not think 
Themſelves fafe without Your 


Safety; nor their Religion, Laws, | 


and Properties ſecure, but in the 
Security of Your Royal Perſon 
and Government When this 
ſhall be told This alone, This 
Voice of the Publick, expreſſed 


in Deeds, Will be the higheſt K 


Paneygrick; greater, and truer 
Praiſe, than all the Words which 
Invention and Art can put to- 


gether 


py WW. = my TW vw W ©9 an 


DEDICATION. 
gether But I forget myfelb and 
my Duty. | 


EF ought not, upon the preſent 


Occaſion, to interrupt your Cares 
for the Publick, any farther, than 


to expreſs my deep Senſe of your 


Royal Favour and Condeſcen- 
fon ; and to ſend up my warmeſt 
Vows--—-That your Majeſty may 
ong enjoy the Fruits of a Con- 
duct in Government, which is the 
Security to your Subjects of all 
at is valuable upon Earth 
hat you may live through a 
ourſe of many Years, the De- 
light of N happy People; the 
Example to all the Princes around 
you, of political Truth and Juſtice, 
uperior to all the little Arts of 

Fraud 
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=o  COERRR — ä 


D 


DE DI CAT ION Is 
Fraud and Perfidy And that the 
Succeſſion to the Crown of theſe p 
Realms, in your Royal Line, may 
never fail to eſtabliſh, and con- 
tinue the Bleſſings we enjoy, to 
our lateſt Poſterity. I am, 


= 7 * 


©, May it leaſe your Majeſty, 


4 "Y . ; Fa, 


Your Majefty's moſt drooted and _ ay 


. " _— * f 
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_ obedient Subjebs and Servam, || 
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Written by Mr. GARRICK. 


Spoken by Mr. R 4 N. 


HL E ther Culprits brave it to the laft, 
Nor beg for Mercy till the Fudgment's paſt : 
Poets alone, as conſcious of their Crimes, 
Open their Trials with imploring Rhymes. | 
Thus cram d with Flattery and low Submiſſion, 
Each rrite dull Prologue is the Bard's Petition. 
A flale Device ie calm the Critick's Fun, K. 
And bribe at onee the Fudges and the Fury. 
But what avail ſuch poor repeated Arta? 
The wwhimp' ring Scribbler ne er can touch your Hearts: 
Nor ought an ill ſim'd Pity to take place. 
Faſt as they riſe deſtroy th mcreaſing Race : 
The Fermin elſe will run the Nation 0'er——— 
By ſaying One. you breed a Million more. 11 
The” diſappointed Authors rail and rage Kirn [ 


At fa 1 * and a ſenſeleſs Age, 
Yet ft 2 2. triumph d on the Stage. 
hinks the Author of to day, 
Ard Jaying this, has little more to ſay. 
He ant no Friend his partial Zeal to ſhew, 
Nor faars the groundleſs Cenſures of a Foe ; 
He knows no Friendſhip can protect the Fool, , 
Nor will an Audience be a Party's Tool. 


Zis incen ith a orn Shirt _— 2 
To fide bn Ong ph jos eh 1292 
By your Deci ſion he —— fall or ſtand, 


17 0 * he feels the Laſh, will blame the Hand, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E. N. 3 
R. Strialand, My. Berry. 
Frankly, | Mr. Havard. 
Bellamy, | Mr. Blakes, 
| Ranger, Mr. Garrick. 
Buckle, * | | Mr. Uſher. 
Teſter, + | | | Mr. Vaughan. 
Servant to Ranger, | Mr. James. 
Simon, | Mr. Bransby, 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Strictland, 1 Mrs. Emy. 
Clarinda, 1 | Mrs. Pritchard. 
Jacintha, Mrs. Willoughb 
+ Lucetta, M.. Green. 
Landlady, Mrs. Yates. 
Millener, + Nis Cole. 
Maia, Mr:. Simpſon. 


SCENE, LONDON. 
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Ranger*s Chambers in the Temple. 


A knocking is heard at the Door for ſome time; when Ranger 
— 47 enters, having let himſelf in. 


NC E more I am got ſafe to the Temple— 
SD let me reflect a little I have fate up all 
» Night. I have my Head full of bad 
SO Wine, and the Noiſe of -Oaths, Dice, 
S and the damn'd tingling of Tavern Bells; 
Ba Wee! my Spirits jaded, and my Eyes ſunk into 
my Head: and all this for the Converſation of a Com- 
any of Fellows I deſpiſe. Their Wit lies only in Ob- 
— their Mirth in Noiſe, and their Delight in a 
Box and Dice. Honeſt Ranger, take my Word ſor it, 
thou art a mighty filly Fellow. 3 


Enter Servant, with a Wig dreſs d. 
Where have you been, Raſcal? If I had not had the 
Key in my Pocket, I muſt have waited at the Door in 
this __ Dreſs. | 
* 1 was only below combing out your Honour's 

ig. 


g. Well, give me my Cap.— [Pulling off bis Wig.] 
B Why, 


r 
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Why, how like a raking Dog do you look, compar'd to 
that ſpruce, ſober Gentleman—Go, you batter'd Devil, 
and be made fit to be ſeen. 
8 [Throwing his Mig to the Servant. 
Serv. Cod, my Maſter's very merry this Morning. 
| | | Exit. 
Rang. And now for the Law. [Sits down RT 


Tell me no more, I am deceiv'd, 
That Cloe's falſe and common. 

By Heav'n, 1 all along believ'd 

She auas a very Woman. 

As ſuch 1 lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd ; 
She ſtill was confiant, when poſſeſt: 
She could do more for no Man. 


Honeſt Congreve was a Man after my own Heart. 
Servant paſſes over the Stage. 

Have you been for the Money this Morning, as I order'd 
u? | | AW: 
* No, Sir. You bad me go before you was up— 
I did not know your Honour meant before you went to 


Rang. None of your Jokes, I pray; but to Buſinek— 
Go to the Coffee houſe, and enquire if there has been 
any Letter or Meſſage left for me. : 
Serv. I ſhall, Sir. [Exit. 
Nang. [repeating.] Youthink for's falſe, I m ſure ſhe's hind, 
| 1 take her Bady, you her Mind. 
Which has the better Bargain? 


Oh, that T had ſuch a ſoft, deceitful Fair to lull my Senſes 
to their deſir d Sleep [ Knocking at the Door.) Come in. 
TE Enter Simon. © | | 
Oh, Maſter Simon, is it you? How long have you been 
in Town ? | | eV 
Simon. Juſt come, Sir, and but for a little time nei- 
ther ; and yet I have as many Meſſages as if we were to 


ftay the whole Year round, Here they are, all of them. 
| ES MY | 1 


The Suſpicious Husband. 3 


[Pulls out a Number of Cards.] And among them one for 
your Honour. 

Rang [Reads.] Clarinda's Compliments to her Couſin 
Ranger, and ſhould be glad to ſee him for ever fo little a 
time that he can be ſpar d from the more weighty Buſineſs 
of the Law——Ha! ha! ha! the ſame merry Girl I 
eyer knew her. 

Simon. My Lady is never ſad, Sir. [Knocking at theDoor. 


Rang, Pr'ythee, Simon, open the Door. 
Enter Millener. 


Well, Child.— and who are you? 

Mille. Sir, my Miſtreſs gives her Service to you, and 
has ſent you home the Linnen you beſpoke. 

Rang. Well, Simon, my Service to your Lady, and 
let her know I will molt certainly wait upon her I am 
a little buſy, Simon and fo —- 

Simon. Ah, you're a Wag, Maſter Ranger, you're a 
Wag—— but Mum for that. Exit. 

Kang. I ſwear, my Dear, you have the prettieſt pair 
of Eyes the lovelieſt pouting Lips never ſaw you 
before. 

Mille. No, Sir! — I was always in the Shop. 

Rang. Were you ſo? Well, and what does your Miſ- 
treſs day ?— The Devil fetch me, Child, you look*d 
ſo prettily, that I could not mind one Word you ſaid. 

Mille. Lard, Sir, you are ſuch another Gentleman! 
Why, ſhe ſays, ſhe is ſorry ſhe could not ſend them 
ſooner. Shall I lay them down? 

Rang. No, Child. Give em me. — Dear little 


ſmilin 7 gel— [ Catches, and kifſes her. 
Mille. „Sir, you would be civil. 
Rang. Gy ? Egad, I think I am very civil. 
[Kiſſes ber again. 


Enter Servant, and Bellamy, 


Serv. Sir, Mr. Bellamy. 


Rang. Damn your Impertinence——Oh, Mr. Bel- 
lamy, your Servant. 


Mile, What ſhall I ſay to wy Miſtreſs? 
B 2 Rang. 


4 The Suſpicious Husband. 
Rang. Bid her make half a dozen more; but beſure 

* bring them home yourſelf. [ Exit Millener] Pſhah! 
OX —＋ Bellamy, how ſhould you like to be ſerv'd fo 

yourſelf ? | 

Bella. How can you, Ranger, for a Minute's Pleaſure, 
give an innocent Girl the Pain of Heart I am confident 
ſhe felt? There was a modeſt Bluſh upon her Cheek 
convinces me ſhe is honeſt. | % 

Rang. May be ſo. I was reſolv'd to try, however. 

Bella. Fy, Ranger, will you never think? 

Rang. Yes, but I can't be always thinking. The Law 
is . a damnable dry Study, Mr. Bellamy, and without 
ſomething now and then to amuſe, and relax, it would 
be too much for my Brain, I promiſe ye. But I am 
a mighty ſober Fellow, grown Here have I been at it 
_ three Hours— but the Wenches will never let me 
alone | 
Bella. Three Hours !— Why, do you uſually fludy 
in ſuch Shoes and Stockings? | 

Rang. Rat your inquiſitive Eyes. Ex pede Herculem. 
gad, you hikes me. The Truth is, I * but this Mo- 
ment return d from the Tavern. What, Frank/y here too! 

| Enter Frankly. 
Frank. My Boy Ranger, I am heartily glad to ſee you. 
Bellamy, let me embrace you, You are the Perſon I 
23 I have been at your Lodgings, and was directed 
- Rang. It is to him then I am oblig'd for this Vit : 
But with all my Heart—He is the only Man, to whom I 
don't.care how much I am oblig c. 

Bella. Your very humble Servant, Sir. | 

Frank. You know, Ranger, I want no Inducement 
to be with you. But Vou look ſadly — What——No 
mercileſs Jade has — Has ſhe ? 

. Rang. No, no. Sound as a Roach, my Lad. I only 
got a little too much Liquor laſt Night, which I have 
-not ſlept off yet. | 

Bella. Thus, Frankly, it is every Day. All the Morn- 

ing his Head akes, at Noon he begins to clear * 
| W 


"The Suſpicious Husband. 7 
wards Evening he is good Company, and all Night he is 
carefully r for the ſame Courſe the next Day. 

hy 


Rang. „I muſt own, my ghoſtly Father, I did 
relapſe a little laſt Night, juſt to furniſh out a decent 
Confeſſion for the Day. | 

Frank. And he is now doing Penance for it. Were 
you his Confeſſor indeed, you could not well deſire 
Rang. Charles, he ſets up for a Confeſſor with the worſt 
Grace in the World. Here has he been reproving me for 
being but decently civitto my Millener. Plague ! becauſe 
the Coldneſs of his Conſtitution makes him infenfible of a 
fine Woman's Charms, every body elſe muſt be ſo too. 
Bella. I am no. leſs ſenfible of their Charms than you 
are; tho' I cannot kiſs every Woman I meet, or fall in 
Love, as you call it, with every. Face which has the 
Bloom of Youth upon it. I would only have you a little 
more frugal of your Pleaſures. 

Frank. My dear Friend, this is very pretty talking: 
But let me tell you, it is in the Power of the very firſt 
Glance from a fine Woman utterly to diſeoncert all your 
Philoſophy. 

Biella. It muſt be from a fine Woman then: and not 
ſuch, as are generally reputed ſo=——And it muſt be a 
thorough Acquaintance with her too, that will ever make 
an Impreſſion. on my Heart. 

Rang. Would I could ſee it once! For when a Man 
has been all his Life hoarding up a Stock, without- al- 
lowing himſelf common Neceſlaries ; it tickles me to the 
Soul to ſee him lay it all out upon a wrong Bottom, and 
become a Bankrupt at laft. 

Bella. Well, I don't care how ſoon you ſee it. For 
the Minute 1 find a Woman capable of Friendſhip, Love, 
and Tenderneſs, with Good-ſenſe enough to be always 
eaſy, and Good-nature enough to like me: I will im- 
medtately put it to the Trial, which of us ſhall have the 
greateſt Share of Happineſs from the Sex, You or I. 

Rang. By marrying her, I ſuppoſe! Capable of Friend- 
ſhip, Love, and Tenderneſs, by ha, ha! That a Man 
of your Senſe ſhould * ſo. If ſhe be capable of Love, 

5 3 tis 
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'tis all I require of my Miſtreſs; and as every Woman, 
who is young, is capable of Love, I am very reaſonably 
in Love with every young Woman I meet. My 
rs Coke, in a Caſe I read this Morning, ſpeaks my 

nſe. 8 

Both. My Lord Cate | 

Rang. Yes, my Lord Coke. What he ſays of one Wo- 
man, I ſay of the whole Sex. 7 take their Bodies, you 
their Minds ; which has the better Bargain? 

Frankl. There is no arguing with ſo great a Lawyer. 
Suppoſe therefore we adjourn the Debate to ſome other 
time. I have ſome ſerious Buſineſs with Mr. Bellamy, 
and you want Sleep, Iam ſure. 

. 1 4 mere loſs of Time, and Hindrance of 
Buſineſs We Men of Spirit, Sir, are above it. 
Bella. Whither ſhall we go? 

. Frank. Into the Park. My Chariot is at the Door. 
| Bella. Then if my Servant calls, you'll ſend him af- 
ter us. | [ Exennt. 
Rang. I will. [ Looking on the Card.] Clarinda's Com- 
| pliments—A pox of this Head of mine! Never once to 
| ask where ſhe was to be found. It's plain ſhe is not one 
of us, or I ſhould not have been ſo remiſs in my Inquiries, 
No matter— 1 ſhall meet her in my Walks, | 


Servant enters. 


Serv. There is no Letter nor Meflage, Sir. 8 
Rang. Then my Things, to dreis. [ Exeunt, 


ST 39- ME II. 
A CHAMBER, 
Enter Mrs. Strictland, and Jacintha, meeting. 


Mrs. $:ri4. Good-morrow, my dear 7 acintha. 

F acin. Good-morrow to you, Madam. 1 have brought 
my Work, and intend to fit with you this Morning. I 
hope you have got the better of your Fatigue. Where 
is Clarinda ? I thould be glad if ſhe wou'd come, and 
work with us. i 

2 
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Mrs. Stri#. She work ! She is too fine a Lady to do 
any thing. She is'not ſtirring yet—we muſt let her 
have her Reſt. People of her waſte of Spirits require 
more time to recruit again. 

Facin. It is pity ſhe ſhould be ever tir'd with what is 
ſo agreeable to every body elſe. I am prodigiouſly 
pleas'd with her Company. 

Mrs. Strict. And when you are better acquainted, 
you will be {till more pleas'd with her. You muſt rally 
her upon her Partner at Bath : for, I fancy, Part of her 
Reſt has been diſturb'd on his Account. 

Facin. Was he really a pretty Fellow? 

Mrs. Strict. That I can't tell. I did not dance myſelf, 
and fo did not much mind him, You muſt have the 
whole Story from herſelf. ; 

Facin. Oh, | warrant ye, I get it all out. None are 
ſo proper to make Diſcoveries in Love, as thoſe who 
are in the Secret themſelves. 


Enter Lucetta. 


Lucet. Madam, Mr. Stricland is inquiring for you. 
Here has been Mr. Buckle with a Letter from his Maſter, 
which has made him very angry. 

Jacia. Mr. Bellamy ſaid indeed he would try him 
once more, but I fear it will prove in vain. Tell your 
Maſter, I am here. [Exit Lucetta.] What ſignifies For- 
tune, when it only makes us Slaves to other People: 
Mr. Strict. Do not be uneaſy, my Jacintba. You 
ſhall always find a Friend in me: But as for Mr. Strick- 
land, I know not what ill Temper hangs about him 
lately. Nothing fatishes him. You ſaw how he re- 
ceiv'd us when we came off our Journey. 'Tho' Cla- 
rinda was ſo good Company; he was barely civil to her, 
and downright rude to me. 

F acin. I cannot help ſaying, I did obſerve it. 

Mrs. Strict. I ſaw you did. Huſh! he's here. 


Enter Mr. Strictland. 


* Mr. Strich. Oh, Your Servant, Madam! Here, I 
have receiv'd a Letter from Mr. Bellamy, wherein he 
B 4 deſires 
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deſires I would once more hear what he has to ſay — 
You know my SentimentsNay, ſo does he. 


Facin. For Heaven's ſake conſider, Sir. This 1 10 


new Affair, no ſudden ſtart of Paſſion We have known 
each other long. My Father valued and lov'd him, and 
I am ſure, were he alive, I ſhould have his Conſent. 

Mr. Strict. Don't tell me. Your Father would not 
have you marry againſt his Will ; neither will I, againſt 
mine: I am your Father now. 

Facin. And you take a fatherly Care of me. 

_ Strick. I wiſh I had never had any thing to do 
with you. 

Facin. You may eaſily get rid of the Trouble. 

Mr. Strict. By liſtening, I ſuppoſe, to the young 
Gentleman's Propoſals. 

Facin: Which are very reaſonable in my Opinion. 
Ur. Strict. Oh, very modeſt ones truly; and a very 
modeſt Gentleman he is that 2 them! A Fool, to 
expect a Lady of Thirty Thouſand Pounds Fortune 


ſhould, by the Care and Prudence of her Guardian, be 


thrown away upon a young Fellow not worth three Hun- 
dred a Vear. He thinks bein in Love is an Excuſe for 
this; but I am not in Love. What does he think will 
excuſe me ? | 

Mrs. Strict. Well, but Mr. Strictland, J think the 
Gentleman ſhould be heard. 

M.. Strict. Well, well. Seven o' Clock's the time, 
and if the Man has had the good Fortune, fince I ſaw 


him laſt, to perſuade ſomebody, or other, to give him 


a better Eſtate, I give him my Conſent----not elſe. His 
Servant waits below. You may tell him, I ſhall be at 
home. [Exit Jacin ] But where is your Friend, your 
other Half, all this while? I thought you could not have 
breath'd a Minute without your Clarinda 


Mrs. Strick. Why the Truth is, I was going to ſee 


what makes her keep her Chamber fo long. 

Mr. Strict Look ye, Mrs. Strictland, you have been 
asking me for Money this Morning. In plain Terms, not 
ene —_ ſhall paſs through theſe — till you 
have clear'd my Hauſe of this Clarinda. 

| | Mr. 
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Mrs, Strict. How can her innocent Gaiety have of- 
fended you? She is a Woman of Honour, and has as 
many good Qualities —— | 

Mr. Strid. As Women of Honour generally have. 
I know it, and therefore am uneaſy. 

Mrs. Strict. But, Sir. 

Mr. Strict. But, Madam, —Clarinda, nor e' er a Rak 
of faſhion in England, ſhall live in my Family to de- 
bauch it. | 

Mrs. Strict. Sir, ſhe treated me with ſo much Civility 
in the Country, that I thought I could not do leſs than 
invite her to ſpend as much time with me in Town, as 
her Engagements would permit. I little imagin'd you 
could have been diſpleas'd at my having ſo agreeable a 
Companion. | 

Mr. Strict. There was a Time, when I was Company 
enough for leiſure Hours. | | 

Mrs. Strict. There was a Time when every Word of 
mine was ſure of meeting with a Smile : But thoſe happy 
Days, I know not why, have long been over. 

2 Strict. I cannot bear a Rival, even of your own 
Sex. I hate the very Name of female Friends. No two 
of you can ever be an Hour by yourſelves, but one or 
both are the worſe for it. | 

Mrs. Strict. Dear Mr. Sirialand 

Mr. Strict. This I know-— and will not ſuffer. 

Mrs. Strict. It grieves me, Sir, to ſee you ſo much in 
earneſt: But to convince you how willing I am to make 
you eaſy in every thing, it ſhall be my requeſt to her 
to remove immediately. | 

Mr. Strict. Do it then—hark ye?—Your Requeſt ?— 
Why yours? It's mine. My Command — Tell her 
fo ——1I will be Maſter in my own Family, and I care 
not who knows it. | 

Mrs. Strict. You fright me, Sir. hut it ſhall be as 
you pleaſe. ¶ Ir Tears. [Goes out. 
M. Strick. Ha! have I not gone too far? I am not 

Maſter of myſelf —— Mrs. S:ri#land— [She returns.) Un- 
derſtand me right. I do not mean, by what I have 
laid, that I ſuſpect * Innocence: But by cruſhing 

. 5 the 
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this growing Friendſhip all at once, I may prevent a 

Train of Miſchief which you do not foreſee. I was per- 

haps too harſh, therefore do it in your own way—But 
let me ſee the Houſe fairly rid of her. 

[Exit Mr. Strictland. 

Mrs. Strict. His Earneſtneſs in this Affair amazes me. 

I am ſorry I made this Viſit to Clarinda — and yet I Il 

anſwer for her Honour. What can I ſay to her? Ne- 

ceſſity muſt plead in my Excuſe— For at all Events, 

Mr. Strictland muſt be obey d. | [Exit. 


. 


St AME S's PAR k. 


Enter Bellamy and Frankly. 


. Frank. Now, Bellamy, I may unfold the Secret of 
my Heart to you with greater Freedom ; for tho” Ranger 
has Honour, I am not in a Humour to be laugh'd at. 
I muſt have one, that will bear with my Impertinence, 
ſooth me into Hope, and, like a Friend indeed, with 
Tenderneſs adviſe me. | 

Bella. I thought you appeared more grave than uſual. 

Frank. Oh! Bellamy, my Soul is ſo full of Joy, of 
Pain, Hope, Deſpair, and Extaſy, that no Word but 
Love is capable of expreſſing what I feel. 

Bella. 1s Love the Secret Ranger is not fit to hear ? 
In my mind, he wou'd prove the more able Counſellor. 
And is all the gay Indifterence of my Friend at laſt re- 
duced to Love ? | | | | 

Frank. Even ſo —— Never was Prude more reſolute in 
Chaſtity and IIl- nature, than I was fix'd in Indifference: 
But Love has rais'd me from that inactive State above 
the Being of a Man. 

Bella. Faith, Charles, I begin to think it has Bat 
pray, bring this Rapture into order a little, and tell me 
regularly, how, where, and when. af pov 

. Frank. If I was not moſt unreaſonably in Love, thoſe 
horrid Queſtions would ſtop my Mouth at once But as 
I am arm'd againſt Reaſon — I anſwer—at Bath—on 


Tueſday, the danced and caught me. 


Bella. 
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Bella. Danced } —— and was that all? But who is 
ſhe? What is her Name? her Fortune? where does ſhe 
live? 

Frank. Hold ! hold! not ſo many hard Queſtions. 
Have a little Mercy. I know. but little of her, that's 
certain. But all I do know, you ſhall have. That 1 
was the firſt of her appearing at Bath. The Moment 
ſaw her, I reſolved to ask the Favour of her Hand. But 
the eaſy Freedom, with which ſhe gave it, and her un- 
affected Good humour during the whole Night, gain'd 
ſuch a Power over my Heart, as none of her Sex could 
ever boaſt before. I waited on her home, and the next 
Morning, when I went to make the uſual Compliments, 
the Bird was flown. She had ſet out for London two 
Hours before; and in a Chariot and Six—you Rogue. 

Bella. But was it her own, Charles? 
Frank. That I don't know; but it looks better than 
being drag'd to Town in the Stage. That day and the 
next I ſpent in Inquiries. I waited on the Ladies who 
came with her. They knew nothing of her. So, with- 


out learning either her Name or Fortune, I een call'd 


or my Boots, and rode Poſt after her. 
Bella. And how do you find: yourſelf after your 
Journey ? | 
Frank. Why, as yet, I own, I am but upon a cold 
Scent. But a Woman of her Sprightlineſs and Gentility 
cannot but frequent all publick Places; 'and when once 
ſhe is found, the Pleafure of the Chace will over-pay 
the Pains of rouſing her. —— Oh! Bellamy, there was 
ſomething peculiarly charming in her, that ſeem'd. to 
claim my farther Acquaintance: and if in the other 
more familiar Parts of Life ſhe ſhine with that ſuperior 
Luſtre; and at laſt I win her to my Arms, how ſhall I 
bleſs my Reſolution in purſuing her! | 
Bella. But if at laſt ſheſhould prove unworthy — 
. Frank, I would endeavour to forget her. 

Bella. Promiſe me that, Charles, [Takes his Hand.] 
and I allow But we are interrupted, 8 


Enter 


ö 
4 
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Enter Jack Meggot. 


Jack Meg. Whom have we here? my old Friend 
Franklz ? Thou art grown a meer Antique ſince I faiy 
thee ? How haſt thou done theſe five hundred Years ? 

| Frank Even as you ſee me; well, and at your Ser- 
vice, ever. pe 

22 Meg. Ha ! who's that? 

rank. A Friend of mine. Mr. Bellamy, this is 
Tacky Meggot, Sir, as honeſt a Fellow as any in Life. 

Fack Meg. Pho! prithee } Pox ! Charles Don't 
be filly Sir, I am your humble Any one, who is 
a Friend of my Frankly's, I am proud of embracing. 

Bella. Sir, J ſhall endeavour to deſerve your Civility. 

Fack Meg. Oh! Sir, — Well! Charles, what? Dumb? 
Come, come; you may talk, tho* you have nothing to 
ſay, as I do Let us hear, where have you been ? 

— Why, for this laſt Week, Zack, I have been 
at Zath. | | 


Fack Meg. Bath / the moſt ridiculous Place in Life !— 


amongſt Tradeſmen's Wives that hate their Husbands, 
and People of Quality that had rather go to the Devil 
than ſtay at home. People of no Tafte— no G0 f 
and for D;wvertimenti, if it were not for the Puppet- 
ſhow, La Virtu would be dead amongſt them. But 
the News, Charles, — the Ladies, — I fear, your Time 
hung heavy on your Hands, by the ſmall Stay you made 
there. | 
Frank. Faith, and fo it did, Fach. The Ladies are 
wn ſuch Idiots in Love The Cards have ſo de- 
bauch their five Senſes, that Love, almighty Love 
himſelf, is utterly neglected. Es, 
Fack Meg. It is the ſtrangeſt thing in Life, but it is 


Juſt ſo with us abroad. Faith! Charles To tell you a 


Secret, which I don't care, if all the World knows. I 
am almoft ſurſeited with the Services of the Ladies; the 
modeſt ones I mean. The vaſt Variety of Duties they 

-— as dreſſing up to the Faſhion, loſing faſhion- 


ably, keeping faſhionable Hours, drinking faſhionable 
Liquors, aud fifty other ſuch irregular Niceties ſo ruin a 


Man's 
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Man's Pocket and Conſtitution, that foregad ! he muſt 
have the Eſtate of a Duke, and the Strength of a Gon- 
dolier, who would liſt himſelf into their Service ! 

Frank, A free Confeſlion truly, Zack, for one of your 


Coat. 
Bella. The Ladies are oblig'd to you. 


Enter Buckle, with a Letter to Bellamy. 


Tack Meg. Oh! Lard! Charles I have had the great. 
eſt Misfortune in Life, ſince I faw you—- Poor O:ho, 
that I brought from Rome with me, is dead. | 

Frank. Well! well! get you another, and all will be 
well again. / 

Fack Meg. No! the Rogue broke me ſo much Ching, 
and gnaw'd my Spam Leather Shoes ſo filthily, that 
when he was dead, I began not to endure him. 

Bella. Exactly at Seven! Run back, and aſſure him I 
will not fail. [Exit Buckle.} Dead? Pray, who was the 
Gentleman ? | 

Fack Meg. This Gentleman was my Monkey, Sir,. 
an odd fort of a Fellow that uſed to divert me, — and 
pleaſed every body ſo at Rome, that he always made one 
in our — — But n à Ser- 
vant, I no gement. For you two ' poſitivel 
ſhall dine "al 84 1 have the fineſt Mataront in Life 
Oblige me ſo far. | e 

Bella. Sir your Servant] what ſay you, Frankly 2 

Fack Meg. Pho! Pox! Charles! you ſhall go. My 
Aunts think you begin to negle& them; and old Maids, 
you know, are the moſt jealous Creatures rr. Life. 

Frank. Ranger ſwears they can't be aids, they are 
ſo good-natar'd } Well! I agree, om Condition I may 
eat what I pleaſe, and go-away juſt when I Will. 

Fack Meg. Ay! ay! you ſhall do juſt what you will. 
But how ſhall we do? My Poſt-Chaiſe won't carry us all. 

Frank. My Chariot is here; and I will conduct Mr. 
Bellamy. "+ | Wed 

Bella. Mr. Meggot—T beg pardon, I can't poſſibly 
dine gut of Town! I have an — early in the 
Evening, | 

Tack 
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Tack Meg. Out of Town! No, my Dear; I live jult 
J fee one of the Dilettauti, I would not mils 


ſpeaking to for the Univerſe. And fo I expe you at 
hree 


Exit. 
Frank. Ha! ha ha ! and ſo you thought you 20 at 
leaſt fifty Miles to go Poſt for a Spoonful of Macaroni. 
Bella I ſuppoſe then, he is juſt come out of the 
Country. 


Frank. Nor that neither. I wa venture a Wager, 


from his own Houſe hither, or to an Auction or two of 


old dirty Pictures, is the utmoſt of his Travels to-day : 
Or he may have been in Purſuit, perhaps, of a new 
Cargo of Venetian Tooth. picks,  - 
Bella. A ſpecial Acquaintance L have made to-day !. 
Frank. For all this, | Bellamy, he has a Heart worthy 
your; Friendſhip. He ſpends his Eſtate freely, and you 
cannot oblige him more, than by ſhewing him how he 
can be of Service to you. 
Bella. Now you (ay. ſomething. It is the Heart, 
Frankly, 1 value in a Man. 
Frank. Right! —— and there is a Heart even in a 
Woman's Breaſt that is worth the Purchaſe, or my 
— has deceiv d me. Dear Bellamy, Iknow * 
oncern for me. See her fir, and then blame me, if 
ou can. 
Bella. So far from: blaming you, Charles, that if my 


Endeavour can be ſerviceable, J will beat the Buſhes 
with you. 


Frank. That I am N will not do. For you know 
leſs of ber than I. But if in your Walks you meet a finer 
Woman than ordinary, let her not eſcape till I have 
feen ret * A is, e le hid. 
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Enter Clarinda, Jacintha and Mrs. Strictland. 
Jacin. A* ay! we both ſtand condemn'd out of our 


own Mouths. 

Clay. Why cannot but own—1 never had a thought 
of any Man that troubled me, but of him. 

Mrs. Strict. Then I dare ſwear, by this time, you 
heartily repent your leaving Bath ſo ſoon. 

Clar. Indeed you are miſtaken. I have not had one 
Scruple fince. 

Facin. Why, what one Inducement can he have ever 
to think of you again? 

Clar. Oh! the greateſt of all ACHE, Curioſity, 
Let me aſſure you, a Woman's ſureſt Held over a Man 
is to keep him in Incertainty. As ſoon as ever you put 
him out of Doubt, you put him out of your Power: 
But when once a Woman has awak'd his Curioſity; ſhe 
may lead him a Dance of many a troubleſome Mile Wk 
out the leaſt fear of loſing him at laſt. 

Jacin. Now do I heartily wiſh. he may have Spirit 
enough to follow, and uſe you as you deſerve. Such a 
Spirit, with but a little Knowledge of our, Sex; might put 
that Heart of yours into a e Futter. 

Clar. 1 care not how ſoon, m. long to meet with fach 
a Fellow. Our modern Beaus are ſuch jointed Babies i in 
Love, they have no Feeling. They are intirely inſenfible 
either of Pain or Pleaſure, but from their on dear Per- 
ow" And according as we flatter, or affront their Beauty, 

ey admire or forlake qurs. They are. not worthy 

— our Diſpleaſure; and, in ſhort, abuſing; them ig but 
ſo much ill · nature merely thrown away. Bat the Man 
of Senſe, who values himſelf upon his high 2198 : 
T 8 wal * 4 "J4 F 
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Or the Man of Wit, who thinks a Woman beneath his 
Converſation——To ſee ſuch the Subjects of our Power, 
the Slaves of our Frowns and Smiles, is glorious indeed ! 

Mrs. Strich. No Man of Senſe, or Wit either, if he 
be truly ſo, ever did, or ever can think a Woman of 
Merit beneath his Wiſdom to converſe with. 

Facin. Nor will ſuch a Woman value herſelf upon 
making ſuch a Lover uneaſy. 

Clar. Amazing! Why, every Woman can give Eaſe ? 
You cannot be in earneſt. 

Mrs. Strict. T can aſſure you ſhe is, and has put in 
practice the Doctrine ſhe has been teaching. 

Clar. Impoſſible! Who ever heard the Name of Love 
mention'd without an Idea of Torment ? But pray let 
us hear. 

Jacin. Nay, there i is nothing to hear that I know of. 

Clar. So I ſuſpected, indeed The Novel is not likely 

to be long, when the Lady is ſo well prepar'd for the 
—— 

Jacin. The Novel, as you call it, is not ſo ſhort as 
you may imagine, - T'and my Spark have been long ac- 
quainted. As he was continually with my Father, I ſoon 
perceiv'd he lov'd me, and the Manner of his exprefling 
that Love was what pleas'd and won me moſt. 

Car. Well! and how was it? The old Bait? Flattery ? 
Dear Flattery, 'F'warrant ye. 

| Facin, No, indeed, — had not the Pleaſure of hear- 
ing my Perſon, Wit, and Beauty painted out with forced 
Praiſes; but Thad a more ſenſible Delight in perceiving 
the Drift of his whole Bebaviour was to make every Hour 
of my Time = away agreeably. 

Clas The Ruftick! What, did be never fay a handſom 
thin of your Perſon ? | * 

fs. Strict He did, it ſeen] what pleas'd her better. 
He fatter d' ber good Senſe as much as a leſs * 
Lover wodld have done her Beauty, 

Cr. On my Canſcience, you are well match'd. 

F acin.” 80 Well, that if my Guardian denies me rrp? 
(arid this Evening be is to paſs his final Sentence) 

nothing is left but to break my Priſon, and fly into my 

Zover's Arms for Safety. Clar. 
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Clar. Hey Day! O' my Conſcience thou art a brave 


Girl. Thou art the very firſt Prude, that ever had 


Honeſty enough to avow her Paſſion for a Man. 

7 acin. And thou art the firſt finiſh'd Coquet who ever 
had any Honefty at all. 1 | 

Mrs. Strict. Come, come! Vou are both too good for 
either of thoſe Characters. . 

Clar, And my dear Mrs. Strict land here is the firſt 

oung married Woman of Spirit, who has an ill - natur d 
Fellow for a Husband,. and never once thinks of uſing 
him as he deſerves. — Good Heaven! If I had ſuch a 

Mrs. Strict. You would be juſt as unhappy as I am. 

Clar. But come now. — Confeſs Do not you long 
to be a Widow? 

Mrs. Strict. Would I were any thing but what I am! 

Clar. Then go the neareſt Way about it. I'd break 
that ſtout Heart of his in leſs than a Fortnight. I'd make 
him knaow—— \, 

Mrs. Strict. Pray be filent. You know my Reſolution. 

Clar. I know you have no Reſolution. 

Mrs. Strict. You are a mad Creature, but I forgive 

ou. | 
r Clar. It is all meant kindly, I aſſure you. But fince 
you won't be 1 to your Good; I will. think of 
making you eaſy in your Submiſſion as ſoon as ever I can. 
I dare ſay, I may have the ſame Lodging I had laſt Year. 
I can know immediately——I ſee my Chair: And fo 
Ladies bath, adieu! Exit Clarinda. 

'Facin. Come, Mrs. Stri#/and, we ſhall but juſt have 
time to get home before Mr. Bellamy comes. 

Mrs. Stri#. Let us return then to our common Priſon. 
You muſt forgive my Ill nature, Facintha, if I almoſt 
wiſh Mr. $:ri4/and may refuſe to join your Hand where 
your Heart is given. | 

Facin. Lord! Madam, what do you-mean ? 

Mrs. Strict. Self-intereit only, Child! Methinks your 
— — in the Country would ſoſten all my Sorrows, 
and I could bear them patiently. 
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Ne enter Clarinda. 


Clar. Dar Mrs. Seritland——1 am ſo confus'd, and 


Mrs. Strict. Why, what oP the Matter ? 
Jacin. I ſt you fright me. 
Clar. Oh! I have no time to recover myſelf. I am ſo 


frighten'd andi{o-pleas'd. In ſhort then, the dear Man 
is here. OY 


Mrs. Strid. Here Lord — Where? 

Clar. I met him this Inſtant. I faw him at a Diſtance, 
turn'd ſhort ; and ran hither directly. Let us go home. 
I tell you, he follows me. 

Mrs. Strict. Why, had you not better ſtay, and let 
him ſpeak to you? 

Clar. Ay !——But then — He won't know where I 
hve, without my telling him. 

' Mrs. $txi&. Come, then. Ha! hat ha! 

7 acin. Ah! Poor Clarinda! — Allens donc. ¶ Exeunt. 


Enter Frankly. 


Frank. Sure that muſt be ſhe! Her ſhape ani * 
Air cannot be fo exactly copied by another. —- Now, 
you young Rogue, Cupid, guide me directly to her, as 
1 the ſureſt Arrow in your Quiver. [ Exit. 


SCENE u. 
| Changes to the Street before Mr. Stritland's Door, 


Re-enter Clarinda, Jacintha, and Mrs. Striftland. 


Clay. Lord. Dear Facintha——for Heaven's ſake 
make haſte. He'll overtake us before we get in. 

Jacin. Overtake us? Why, he is not in Sight. 

Clary. Is not he? Ha! ſure I have not dropt my Twee— 
{I would not have him loſe Sight of me neither, [ 4fiae, 

Ars. Strict. Here he is 

Clar. In——In——la then. | 

F acin. [ Laughing.) What, without your Twee ? 
Clar. 


Ve 


7 
and 


be Suſpicious Husband. 
Clar. Pſhah! I have loſt nothi 


T9 
ng.—In——T'll follow 
[ Exeunt into the Houſe.” Clarinda /aft. 
Enter Frankly. 


Frank. It is impoſſible I ſhould be deceivd: My Eyes, 
and the quick Pulſes at my Heart aſſure me it is ſhe. Ha! 
'tis ſhe, by Heaven! and the Door left too —— A 
fair Invitation, by all the Rules of Love — + { Exit. 


S CEN E III. | 
Changes to an Apartment in Mr. Strictland': Houſe. 


you. 


Enter Clarinda, Frankly following her. 


Frank. I hope, Madam, you will excuſe the Boldneſs 
of this Intruſion, ſince it is owing to your own Behaviour 
that I am forc'd to it. 

Clar. To my Behaviour, Sir? 

Frank. Y ou cannot but remember me at Bath, Madam, 
where I ſo lately had the Favour of your Hand—— 

Clar. I do remember, Sir; but I little expected any 
wrong Interpretation of my Behaviour from one, who 
had ſo much the Appearance of a Gentleman. 

Frank. What I ſaw of your Behaviour was ſo juſt, it 
would admit of no Miſinterpretation. I only fear'd, 
whatever Reaſon you had to conceal your Name from 
me at Bath, you might have the ſame to do it now; 
and tho' my Happineſs was ſo nearly concern'd, I rather 
choſe to venture thus abruptly after you, than be imper- 
tinently inquiſitive. 

Clar. Sir, there ſeems to be ſo much Civility in your 
Rudeneis, that I can eaſily forgive it; tho' I don't ſee 
how your Happineſs is at all concern'd. 

Frank. No, Madam ! I believe you are the only Lady, 
who could, with the Qualifications you are Miſtreſs of, 
be inſenſible of the Power they give you over the Hap- 
pineſs of our Sex. 

Clar. How vain ſhould we Women be, if you Gentle 
men were but wiſe! If you did not all of you fay the 


_earneſt, and what I ſay to be the Dictates of a Heart that cia 
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ſame things to every Woman, we ſhou'd- certainly be fo 

fooliſh enough to believe ſome of you were in earneſt. 
Frank. Could you have the leaſt Senſe of what I feel} 

whilſt I am ſpeaking, you would know me to be inn 


admires you; may I not ſay that—— 
. Clar. Sir, this is carrying the 
Frank. When I danced with you at Barth, T was 
charm'd with your whole Behaviour, and felt the ſame fro 
tender Admiration : But my Hope of ſeeing you after- Ykn 
wards kept in my Paſſion till a more proper Time ſhould Eng 
offer. You cannot therefore. blame me now, if, after 
having loſt you once, I do not ſuffer an inexcuſable in 
Modeſty to prevent my making uſe of this ſecond Op- to 
portunity. | 1 
Clar. This Behaviour, Sir, is ſo different from the 
Gaiety of your Converſation then, that I am at a lofs 
how to anſwer you. | | 

Frank, There is nothing, Madam, which could take 
off from the Gaiety with which your Preſence inſpires 
every Heart, but the Fear of lofing you. How ean I be II 
otherwiſe than as I am, when I know not, but you may 
leave Loxdon as abruptly as you did Bath ? he 


Enter Lucetta, uy 


Tucer. Madam, the Tea is ready, and my Miſtreſs Bu 
waits for you. 
Clar. Very well, I come [ Exit Lucetta.] You ſee, II 
Sir, I am call'd away; but I hope you will excuſe it, the 
when I leave you with an Aſſurance, that the Buſineſs e 
which brings me to Town will keep me here ſome time; Co 
Frank. How generous it is in you thus to eaſe the .o 
Heart, that knew not how to ask for ſuch a Favour----I L 
fear to offend —- But this Houſe, I ſuppoſe, is yours. | 
C/ar. You will hear of me, if not find me here. 
Frank. I then take my Leave. [ Exit; 
Clar. I'm undone !——He has me | 


Enter Mrs. Striftland. 


Ars. Siri, Well! How do you find yourſelf? 
Clar. 
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Clear. I do find — that if he goes on, as he has be- 


be gun; I ſhall certainly have him without giving him the 


leaſt Uneaſineſs. | | 
Mrs. Strict. A very terrible Proſpect, indeed! | 
Clar. But I muſt teize him a little. Where is Ja- 
cintha ? How will the laugh at me, if I become a Pupil 
of hers, and learn to give Eaſe? No! poſitively I ſhall 
never do it. * | ens agents merge 
Mrs. Strict. Poor Facintha has met with what I fear'd, 
from Mr. Stri4/and's Temper— An utter Denial: I 
Ar why, but he really grows more and more ill- 
natur'd. | 1 82 8 Fo 
Clar. Well! now do I heartily wiſh my Affairs were 
in his Power a little, that I might have a few Difficulties 
to ſurmount. —I love Difficulties— and yet, I don't 
know— it is as well as it is. GS -- x8 
Mrs. Strict. Ha, ha, ha! Come, 


| an Enter „ e 

NM. Strid. Theſe Doings in my Houſe diſtract mel 

I met a fine Gentleman — when I inquir'd who he was; 
why, he came to Clarinda. I met a Footman too, and 
he came to Clarinda. I ſhall not be eaſy till ſhe is de- 


the Tea waits. 
Exeunt. 


camp'd. My Wife had the Character of a virtuous 


Woman — and they have not been long acquainted. 
But then they were by themſelves at Bath That hurts 
that hurts. They muſt be watch'd—they muſt : 
I know them, I know all their Wiles, and the beſt of 
them are but Hypocrites. Ha!-— ¶ Lucetta paſſes over 
the Stage. ] Suppoſe I bribe the Maid — She is of their 
Coundf— The Manager of their Secrets It ſhall be 
ſo —— Money will do it, and I ſhall know all that paſles, 
Lucetta ! 
Lucet. Sir. 
Mr. Strict. Lucetta ! 


Re-enter Lucetta. 


Lucet. Sir. If he ſhould ſuſpect, and ſcarch me now, 
I'm undone. | | [ Afaae.. 
Mr, 
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Mr. Serie. The is aſly Girl, and may be ſerviceable. 


[ Afede. 


Lucetta, you are a good Girl, and have an honeſt Face. 

1 like it. It looks as if it carried no Deceit in it Vet 

if ſhe ſhould be falſe, ſhe can do me moſt harm. [ {/ade. 
» Lucet. Pray, Sir, peak out. 

Mr Strict. | Afide.] No! ſhe is z Woman, and it is 
the higheſt Imprudence to truft her. 

Lucet. I am not able to underſtand you. 

: Mr. Strict. am gd. of-@. I would das have you 
underſtand me. 

Lucet> Then what did you call me for ? (If he ſhould 
be in Love with my Face, it would be rare Sport. [ Aſde. 

. Mr. Strict. [ 4fede.] Jaſons ay, Tefter is the proper 
Perſon— Lucetta, tell Tefter I want him. 

Lucet. Yes, Sir, — If J Mighty odd, this I It 
gives me time however to ſend Buckle with this Letter 
to. bis. Maſter. [ Exit Lucetta. 

Mr. Strict. Could I but be once well ſatisfied that my 
Wife had really figiſh'd me, I believe I ſhould be as 
_ quiet, as if I were ſure of the ee whilſt I 
am in n doubt, Jam miſerable. | 


Enter Teſter. 


Teſter. Does your Honour pleaſe to want me? 
Mr. Strict. Ay, Tefter: I need not fear. The 
Honeſty of his Service and the Goodneſs of his Look 
make me ſecure. I will truſt him. | 4/de.] — Tefter, I 
think I have been a tolerable good Maſter to you, 

— * Yes, Sir, —-very tolerable. 

Strict. | Afide.] I like his Simplicity well. It pro- 
miſes Honeſty -— I have a Secret, Tefter, to impart to 
you A thing of the greateſt mg Look upon 
me. and don't ſtand —— your 

Tefter. Yes, Sir.— No, Sir. 

Mr. Stri. But will not his Simplicity expoſe him the 
more to Lucetta's C Yes, yes! ſhe will worm 
the Secret out of him. I bad better truſt her with it at 
once.—S9-Þ will. [ 4fide.] Teſter, go, ſend Lucetta 

| Teſter. 


, 
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Teller. Yes, Sir. Here ſhe is. | 
Re-enter Lucetta, 


Lucetta, my Maſter wants you, * | 
Mr. Stri#. Get you down, Ti ger. | | 
" "Tefter. Ves, Sir. [Exit Teſter. 
Lucet. If you want me, Sir, I beg you would make 
haſte, for I have a thouſand things todo. 
Mr. Strick. Well! well! What I have to fay will not 
take up much time, could I but perſuade you to be honeſt. 
Lucer. Why, Sir, I hope you don't ſuper my Ho- 
ney? 
Mr. Strick. Well! well ! I believe you honeſt, 
[Shuts the Door. 
| Lucet. What can be at the bottom of all this? [ Aide. 
Mr., Stiri. So | We cannot be too private. Come 
hither, Huſly ! nearer yet. 

Lucet. Laud ! Sir! You are not going to be rude. 1 
vow; I will call out. 

Mr. Stri#. Hold your Tongue. Does the Baggage 
laugh at me? | Aide] She does——She mocks me, and 


will reveal it to my Wife; and her Inſolence upon it 


wil be more inſupportable to me than Cuckoldom itſelf. 
I have not Leiſure now, Lucetta — Some other time 


Huſh ! Did not the Bell ring ? Yes, yes; my Wife wants 


you. Go, go, go to her {Puſhes her out.] There is 
no Hell on Earth like being a Slave to Suſpicion. | Exit. 


8 C E N E IV. | 
The PIA Z Z d. Coveni- Garden. 


Enter Bellamy and Jack Meggot. 


Bella. Nay, nay, I would not put your Family into 


any Confuſion. 
13 Meg. None in Life, my Dear, I aſſure you. I 
go and order every thing chis Inſtant for her Re- 
ception. 
Bella. You are too obliging, Sir; but you need not 
be in this hurry, for J am in no Certainty when & _ 
ouble 
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erouble you. I only know that my Facintha has taken 
ſuch a Reſolution. N 

Fack Meg. Therefore we ſhould be prepar d; for when 
once a Lady has ſuch a Reſolution in her Head, ſhe is 


upon the rack till ſhe executes it. Foregad ! Mr. Bel. 
lamy, this muſt be a Girl of Fire. 


Enter Frankly. 


Frank. Buxom and lively as the bounding Doe. — Fair 
as Painting can —_ or youthful Poets fancy when they 
Love. Tol de rol, lol! [ Singing and Dancing. 

Bella. Who is this you talk thus rapturouſly of ? 

Frank, Who ſhould it be, but — I ſhall know her 
Name to Morrow. ; [ Sings and Dances. 

x any . What is the matter, ho! Is the Man mad? 
Fran. Even ſo, Gentlemen, as mad as Love and Joy 
can make me. 
Bella. But inform us whence this Joy proceeds. 

Frank. Joy! Joy ! my Lads! She's found! My Per- 

dita My Charmer! 


' Fack Meg. Egad! her Charms have bewitch'd the 


Man I think.——But who is ſhe? 

Bella. Come, come, tell us, who is this Wonder? 

Frank. But will you ſay nothing? 

Bella. Nothing, as I live. 

Frank. Nor you? | 

Fack Meg. I'll be as filent as the Grave—— 

Frank. With a Tombſtone upon it, to tell every one 
whoſe Duſt it carries. | * 

Fack Meg. I'll be as ſecret as a debauch'd Prude 

Frank. Whoſe Sanctity every one ſuſpects. Fack, 
| Fack, tis not in thy Nature. Keeping a Secret is worſe 
to thee, than keeping thy Accounts, But to leave fool- 
ing, liſten to me, both, that I may whiſper it into your 
Ears, that Echo may not catch the finking Sound — T 
cannot tell who ſhe is, *faith— Tol de rol, lol 

Jack Meg. Mad ! mad! very mad! 

Frank. All I know of her is, that ſhe is a charming 
Woman, and has given me liberty to viſit her again 
Bellamy, "tis ſhe, the lovely ſhe, | Lo 
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n Bella. So I did oppoſe. {To Frankly. 
Fack Meg. Poor Charles | For Heaven's ſake, Mr. Be/- 


n lany, perſuade him home to his Chamber [ Whilſt I 
is prepare every thing for you at home. Adieu 4/ide, 10 
2 Bellamy. ] B'ye Charlas] ha, ha, ha! [Extt. 
Frank. Oh, Love! thou art a Gift worthy of a God in- 

deed! Dear Bellamy, nothing now could add to my Plea- | 
fure, hut to ſee my Friend as deep in Love as I am. | 


by Bella. I ſhew my Heart is capable of Love, by the 
9 Friendſhip it bears to you. | 
S* Frank. The Light of Friendſhip looks but dim beſore 


the brighter Flame of Love. Love is the Spring of 
we Chearfulneſs and Joy. Why, how duil and phlegmatick 
v do you ſhew to me now? Whilit I am all Life ; light as 
feather'd Mercury. You dull, and cold as Earth and 
* Water; I light and warm as Air and Fire. Theſe are 
the only Elements in Love's World! Why, Bellamy, for 
| Shame! get thee a Miſtreſs, and be ſociable. | 
9 Bella. Frankly, T am now going to | 
” Frank. Why that Face now? Your humble Servant, 
Sir. My Flood of Joy ſhall not be ſtopt by your melan- | 
choly Fits, I * Jon, [Going 4 Ls 2! | 
Bella. Stay, Frankly, you ſtay. What would | 
ſay now, Ce IR 36 
Frank. Why, faith, thou haſt fuch romantick Notions 
of Senſe and Honour, that I know not what to ſay. 
1 Bella. To conſeſs the Truth then, I am in Love. 
Frank. And do you confeſs it as if it were a Sin? Proclaim 
it aloud, Glory in it. Boaſt of it as your greateſt Virtue. 
Swear it with a Lover's Oath, and Iwill believe you. | 
Bella. Why then, by the bright Eyes of her I love " 
Frank. Well ſaid! | | 
Bella. By all that's tender, amiable, and ſoſt in Woman— | 
Frank. Brave! 
 Bel/a. | fwear, I am as true an Enamorato as ever tagg'd 
a Rhyme. | 
8 Frank. And art thou then thoroughly ir Love? Come 
> Þ to my Arms, thay dear Companion of wy Joys —— 
e. [They embrace. 


2 | | C Enter 
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W Enter Ranger. | 


Rang. Why — Hey! ——1s there never a Wench to 
be got for Love or Money ? 

Bella. Pſhah! Ranger here! 

Rang. Yes, Ranger is here, and perhaps dees not come 
ſo impertinently as you may imagine. Faith! I think I 
have the knack of finding out Secrets. Nay, never look 
ſo queer —— Here 1 is a Letter, Mr. Bellamy, that ſeems 
to promiſe you better Diverſion than your hugging one 
another. 

Bella. What do you mean ? X 

Rang. Do you deal much in theſe Paper * Tokens ? 

Bella. Oh! the dear kind Creature! It is from her 
herſelf. [To Frankly. 

Rang. What, is it a Pair of lac'd Shoes ſhe wants? Or 
have the Boys broke her Windows ? 

Bella. Hold your prophane Tongue 

Frank. Nay, prithee, Bellamy, don't keep it to yourſelf, 
as if her whole Affections were contain d in thoſe few Lines. 

Kang. Prithee, let him alone to his filent Raptures. But 
it is, as I always faid—— Your grave Men ever are the 
greateſt Whoremaſters. 

Bella. I cannot be difoblig'd now, ſay what you will, 
But how came this into your Hands? 

Rang. Your Servant Buckle and I chang'd Commiſlions, 

He went on my Errand, and I came on his. 

- Bella. S'death! I want him this very Inſtant. 

Rang. He will be here preſently ! But I n to 

know hes I have brought you? | 

Frank. Ay! ay! Out with it! You Know we never 

blab, and may be of Service. | 

Bella. Twelve o Clock I oh! the 2 Hour. 

Rang. Why, it is a pretty convenient Time, indeed. 

Bella. By all that's happy, ſhe promiſes in this Letter 
here — to leave her Guandian this *. Night — and 
run away with me. 

Rang. How is this ? : 

Bella. Nay, I know not how myſalf — he favs at the 


— 


Pottom—2 our Servant has fall Infirudians from * 
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how to equip me for my Expedition — I will not truſt myſelf 
home' with you to night, becauſe I know it is inconvenient ; 
therefore I beg you wwou'd procure me a Lodging; it is no- 
matter how far off my Guardian's —— Yours, Jacintha. 
Rang. Carry her to a Bagnio, and there you may lodge 
with her. 1 | | | | 
Frank. Why, this muſt be a Girl of Spirit, Faith! 
Bella. And Beauty equal to her Sprightlineſs. I love 
her, and ſhe loves me She has thirty Thouſand to her 
Fortune. f 
Rang. The Devil ſhe has! 
Bella. And never plays at Cards. | 
Rang. Nor does any one thing like any other Woman, 
I ſuppoſe. -- | | | 
Frank. Not ſo, I hope, neither. 
Bella. Oh! Frankly, Ranger, I never felt ſuch Eaſe 
before. The Serret's out, and you don't laugh at me. 
Fran. Laugh at thee?—for loving a Woman of thirty 
thouſand Pound? Thou art a moſt unaccountable Fellow. 
Rang. How the Devil could he work her ap to this? I 
never could have had the Face to have done it. But 
I know not how There is a Degree of Aſſurance 
in you medeſt Gentlemen, which we impudent Fellows 
never can come up to—— | 
Bella. Oh! your Servant, good Sir. You ſhould not 
abuſe me now, Ranger, but do all you can to aſſiſt me, 
Rang. Why, look ye, Bellamy, I am a damnable un- 
lucky Fellow and ſo will have nothing to do in this 
Affair. T'll take care to be out of the way, ſo as to do 
you no harm. That is all I can anſwer for: and ſfo—— 
Succeſs attend you [Going] I cannot leave you quite to 
yourſelf neither, for if this ſhould prove a Round-houſe Af 
fair, as I make no doubt it will, I believe I may have more 
Intereſt there than you; and ſo, Sir, you may hear of me 
Bella. For ſhame, Ranger! The moſt noted Gaming-- 
houſe in Town. | 1271 Bs 
Rang. Forgive me this once, my Boy. I muſt go, 
Faith, to pay a Debt of Honour to ſome of the greateſt 
Raſcals in the Nation, + [ Exit. 
WS Frank, 
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Hank. But where do you deſign to lodge her? 
Bella. At Mr. Meggat's—He is already gone to pre- 
pare for her Reception. | 

Frank. The propereſt Place in the World. His Aunts 
will entertain her with Honour. 

Bella. And the Newneſs of our Acquaintance will pre- 

vent its being fuſpected.— Franliy, give me your Hand. 
This is a very critical Time — 

Fraik. Pho! none of your muſty Reflexions now 
When a Man is in Love to the very Brink of Matrimony, 
what the Devil has he to do with Pkrtatih and Seneca ? 
Here is your Servant with a Face full of Bufineſs I'II 
leave you together I ſhall beat the King's Arm,, where, 
if you want my Aſſiſtance, you may find me, [ Exir. 


Enter Buckle. 


Billa. So—Burckle—you ſeem to have your Hands full. 

' Back, Not fuller than my Head, Sir, I promiſe you- 
You have bad your Letter, I hope. — 

Bella. Yes, and in it the refers me to you for my In- 


Buck. Why, the Affair ſtands thus—As Mr. S/ri&/and 
Sees the Doors lock d and barr'd every Night himſelf, and 
takes the Keys up with him; it is impoſſible for us to 
eſcape any way but thro' the Window: for which Pur- 
poſe I have a Ladder of Ropes. 

Bella. Good ; 

Buck. And becauſe a Hoop, as the Ladies wear them 
now, is not the moſt decent Dreſs to come down a Ladder 
in have in this other Bundle a Suit of Boys Clothes, 
which I believe will fit her. At leaſt, it will ſerve the Time 
ſhe will want it V ou will ſoon be for pulling it off, I 


* 

Bella. Why, you are in Spirits, you Rogue. 
Suck. Theſe I am now — to Lacerta Have 
any thing to ſay, Sir? i as 
Bella. Nothing, but that I will not fail at the Hour ap- 
inted - Bring me word to Mr. Meggor's how you go on. 

in this, and it {hall make your Fortune. ¶ Exe. 


W 
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The Street before Mr. Stritland's Houſe. . 
Enter Bellamy in a Chairman's Coat. se 

Bella. OW tedioully have the Minutes paſt theſe 

laſt few Hours ! and the envious Rogues will 


fly, no Lightning quicker, when we would'have them 
lay. Hold | let me not miſtake.— This is the Houſe, 


© ® 


222 his Match.] By Heaven ! it is not yet the Hour 
hear ſomebody coming. The Moon's ſo-bright—T had 


better not be here, till the happy Inſtant comes. [ Exit. 


Frank. Wine is no Antidote to Love, but rather feeds 
che Flame. Now am I ſuch an amorous PUPPY, that I 
m 


cannot walk ſtraight Home, but mult come out of my way 


to take a View of my Queen's Palace by Moon-light. — 
Ay, here ſtands the I'empls where my Goddeſs is adored ! 
the Door opens! [ Retires. 
Fuer Lucetta. 

Lucet. [Under the Nindev.] Madam; Madam, hiſt! 

Madam How ſhall I make her hear 
Jacintha ix Boys Clothes at the NM indaau. 

acin. Who is there !— What's the Matter) 
et. It is I, Madam. You mult not E to ſtir 


| if you do. 
Frank. 4 1 What do I feel a Man. My Heart 


miſgives me 


et. My Maſter is below ſitting up for Mrs. Clarinda. 

He raves as if he was mad about her being out ſo late, 
Frank, LAAde.] Here is ſome Intrigue, or other; I 
muſt ſee more of this, before I give further way to Love. 
Lucet. One Minute he is in the Street—the next he is 
in the Kitchen. Now he will lock her out; and then he'll 
wait himſelf, and ſee what Figure ſhe makes when ſhe 

vouchſafes to venture home. 

* C 3 Jacin. 
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Facin. I long to have it over. Get me but once out 
of this Houſe! | 

Frank. [ Afide.) Cowardly Raſcal Would I were*in 
his Place. 

Laces If I can but fix him any where, I can let you out 
ith have the Ladder ready in Cafe of Neceſſity. 

Facin. Yes! yes Exit Lucetta. 

Frank. 4 The Ladder! This muſt lead to ſome 

ove? watch you, my young Gentleman, I 


Enter Clarinda, and Servant. 
Clary. This Whisk is a moſt enticing Devil. I ain 


afraid I am too late for Mr. Srrictland's ſober Hours. 


Jacin. Ha! I hear a Noiſe! - 
Clar. No! I ſee a Light in Facintha's Window. You 


may go home. [Giving the Servant Money .] I am ſafe. 


8 Sure it muſt be he! Mr. Bellanye—Sir! 
rank. [ Afide.)] Does not he call to me? 
_ Clar. [Afide.) Ha! who's that? I am frighted out of 
my Wits. — A Man !— | 
acin. Is it you? - 
ank. Yes! yes! tis I! "tis If! * 
Facis. Liſten at the Door. 
Frank, J will, tis open . There is no Noiſe —All's 
uiet.- 
1 Clar. Sure it is my Spark. and talking to Faciiths, 


ade. 
Frank. You may come down the rns 
Kn, Catch it then; and hold it. 
rank Le it. Now f ſhall ſee what fort of Mettle 
my young Spark is made 0 Afeat. 
"Char. With a Ladder too! I'll aſſure you. But | muſt 


ſee the end of it. [ Afide. 


Facin. Hark! did not ſomebody ſpeak ! 
Frank. No! no! Be not Rr deacht we are 


diſcover' d. [Frankly and Clarinda retire. 


Enter Lucetta. 


Lucet. Hiſt! hiſt! are you ready? 
Facin. Yes, may I venture? | 
 Tacth 


cet. 
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Lucet. Now is your Time. He is in high Conference 
with his Privy-Counſellor Mr. Teer. You may come 
down the back Stairs, and I'll let you out. [ Exit Lucetta. 

Facin. I will, I will, and am heartily glad of it. 

1 2 | if Exit Jacintha. 
Frank. ¶ Advancing.) May be ſo—But you and I ſhall 
have a few Words before you get off ſo cleanly. | 
Clar. | Advancing.) How lucky it was I came home 
at this Inſtant. I ſhall ſpoil his Sport, I believe. Do you 


- know me, Sir ? 


2 I am amaz d] You here! This was unexpected 
— e . | 

Clar. Why, I believe I do come a little unexpeRedly ; 
but I ſhall amaze you more —I know the whole Courſe 
f yoar Amour; all the Proceſs of your mighty Paſſion 
rom its firſt Riſe — 
Frank. What is all this 
* Clar. To the very Concluſion, which you vainly kope 
to effect this Night. | | 

Frank. By Heaven, Madam, I know not what you 
mean. I came hither purely to contemplate on your 
Beauties. 35 * IV! 
Clar. Any Beauties, Sir, I find will ſerve your Turn. 
Did I not hear you talk to her at the Window? ' 

Frank. Her ! 

Clar. Bluſh, bluſh for Shame; but be aſſur d you have 
ſeen the laſt beth of Facintha and me. [ Exit. 

Frank, Jacintba Hear me, Madam She is gone. 
This muſt certainly be Be//amy's Miſtreſs, and I have fairly 
ruin'd all his Scheme. This it is to be in Luck. 


Enter Bellamy, behind. 
Balla. Ha! A Man under the Window! 
Frank. No, here ſhe comes, and I may convey her to him. 
Enter Jacintha, and runs to Frrankly, 


299 I bave atlaſt got to 1 Let's haſte away Oh 
rank, Be not frighten'd, Lady. 

Jacin. Oh! I am abus d, betray' d! 

Bella. Betray'd! Frankly! 


Frank, Bellamy / | 
C 4 Bella, 
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Bella. I can ſcarce believe it, tho? I ſee it. Draw 

Frank Hear me, Bellam— Lady. 

Jacin. Stay do not fight. 

Frank. I am innocent; it is all a Miſtake. | 
 Fecin. For my Sake, be quiet We ſhall be diſcover d. 
The Family is alarm'd. | 

Bella. You are obey'd—Mr. Frankly, there is but one 
W . 

Frank I underſtand you. Any time but now. Yow 
will certainly be diſcover d. To-morrow — at your * 
Chambers 

Bella. Till then, farewel. [ Excunt Bella, and Jacin. 

Frank. Then, when he is I may be heard; and 
the real, tho* ſuſpicious Account of this Matter may be 
believ'd.. Yet amidſt all this Perplexity, it pleaſes me to 
find my fair incognita is jealous of my Love. | 

Mr. Strict [Within.} Where's Lucetta ? Search every 


ce. 
Frank, Hark! the Cry is up I muſt be 5 
[ Een Prankly, 


Enter My. Strictland, Teſter, and Serwants. | 

My, Strict. She's gone! She's loſt! I am cheated! 
Purſue her! Seek her! | I 

Tefeer. Sir, all her Clothes are in her Chamber. 
Serv. Sir, Mrs. Clarinda ſaid ſhe was in Boys Clothes. 
Mr. Strict. Ay, ay] I know it — Br/lamy has her 
Come along — Purſue her. LExeunt. 


Enter Ranger. 


Rang. Hark! —— Was not the Noiſe this Way 
No —— There is no Game flirring. This ſame Goddeſs, 
Diana, ſhines fo bright with her Chaſtity, that egad ! 
I believe the Wenches are aſham'd to look her m the 
Face. Now am I in an admirable Mood for a Frolick ! 
I have Wine in my Head, and Money in my Pocket, and 
ſo am furniſh'd out for the Cannonading any Counteſs in 
Chriſtendom ! Ha! What have we here! a Ladder! This 
cannot be placed here for nothing and a Window open! 
s it Love, or Miſchief now that is going on with - 
in? I care not which -I] am in a right Cue for _ 

P 
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Up I go — Stay ——Do I not run a greater Chance of 
ſpoiling Sport than I do of making any? That T hate as 
much as I love the other There can be no harm in ſeeing 
how the Land lies ——PF'! up. {Goes wp fofth. ]J—Al is 
huſh!—— Ha! a Light! and a Woman, by all that's 
lucky, neither old, nor crooked — I'll in—— Hat ſhe is 
one again! I will after her. [Gets in at the Window.) 
And for fear of the Squawls of Virtue, and the Purſuit of 
the Family, I will make ſure of the Ladder. Now, For- 
tune be my Guide. [Exit with the Ladder, 


Sax no Bb: 0 offer: bs 
Mrs. Stritland's Dreſing-Reom. 


Enter Mrs. Strictland, follow'd by Lucetta. . 


Mrs, Strict. Well! I am in great Hopes ſhe will eſcape- 
Lucet. Never fear, Madam. The Lovers have the ſiart 
of him, and I warrant, they keep it. 
Mrs. Strig. Were Mr. $:ri4/and ever ta ſuſpe& my 
being privy to her Flight, I know not what might be the 
Conſequence. 
Lucet. Then you had better be undreſſing . Me may 
return immediately. | 
[ 4s foe bs futing down to the Toilet, Ranger enters behind: 
Rang. Young and beautiful. Aide. 
Lucet. I have watch'd him pretty narrowly of late, 
and never once ſuſpected till this Morning 
Mrs. Strid. And who gave you Authority to. watch 
his Actions, or pry into his Secrets? 
Tucet. I hope, Madam, you are not angry. I thought 
it might have been of Service to you to know.my Maſter 
Rang. And her Husband jealous! If ſhe does but ſend 
away the-Maid, I am happy. | 
Me.. Strict. ¶ Angrily.] _ me} | . 
Lucet. This it is to meddle with other Peoples Aﬀains. 


7 [Exit in Anger. 
| *. What a lucky Dog I am! I never made a Gentle- 
man à Cuckold before, Now, Impudence, ab& me. 


5 Mr, 
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l I.. Strict. | Riſing.] Provoking! I am ſure I never 
1 have deſerv'd 1 122 ls 
| Kang. Oh! Cuckold him by all means, Madam, I am 
| - your Man! [She frichs.} Oh, fy, Madam! If you 
1  {quawl ſo curſedly, you will be diſcover'd. 
| Mrs Strict. Diſcover dl What mean you, Sir? Do 
| you come to abuſe me? - | 
| Rang. I'll do my Endeavours, Madam: You can bay 
no more. | 
Mr.. Strict. Whence came you? How got you here? 
Rang. Dear Madam, fo long as I am here, what ſigni- 
fies how I got here, or whence I came? But that I may 
| ſatisfy your Curioſity. Firſt, as to your Whence came you? 
1 J anſwer, out of the Street: And to your How got you 
| here? I ſay, in at the Window. It ſtood ſo invitingly 
| open, it. was irreſiſtible. - But, Madam You was going 
| | to undreſs. I beg I may not incommode you. : 
4 M. Strict. This is the moſt conſummate Piece of 
. : Impudence ! 
4 ang. For Heaven's ſake, have one Drop of Pity for 
l à poor young Fellow, who long has lov'd you, 
Mr. Strife. What would the Fellow have? 
Rang. Your Husband's Uſage will excuſe you to the 
9 | 
| Mrs. Strict. I cannot bear this Inſolence! Help! help! 
| .-- Raxg. Oh! hold that clamorous Tongue! Madam, 
- peak one Word more, and I am gone, poſitively gone? 
Mrs. Strict. Gone! So I would have you. 
| Rang. Lord! Madam, you are ſo haſty. | 
| Me.. Strg. Shall I not fpeak, when a Thief, a 
| Robber, breaks into my Houſe at Midnight? Help! help! 
* Rang. Ha! no one hears. Now, Cupid, aſſiſt me! Look 
ye, Madam, I-never cauld make fine Speeches, and cringe, 
and bow, and fawn, and flatter, and lye. I have faid more 
to you already, than I ever ſaid to a Woman in ſuch Cir- 
cumſtances in all my Life. But fince find you will yield 
to no Perſuaſion to your Good—T will gently foree you. to 
be grateful. [7hrows down his Hat, and ſeizes her.] Come, 
come] unbend that Brow, and look more kindly on me! 
Mrs. Strict. For Shame, Sir — Thus on my Knees let 
me beg for Mercy. PO; 1135 - | Kneeling. 
1 — Rang. 
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| Rang. And thus, on mine, let me the ſame, 
[ He tneels, catches, and kiſſes her. 
Mr. Strict. (Within) Take away her Sword! She Il 
hurt herſelf! 
' Mrs. Strict. Oh! Heavens! that is my Hueband's 


Voice! 

Kang. [ Riſing. ] The Devil it is! 

Mr. Strict. ( Within.) Take away her Sword, I ſay 3 
and then I can cloſe with her. 

Mrs, Strict. He is upon the Stairs, now coming up. I 


| am undone, if he fees you. 


Rang. Pox on him! I muſt decamp then. Which Way? 
Me. Strict. Thro' this Paſſage into the next Chamber. 

Rang. And ſo into the Street. With all my Heare. 
You may be perfectly eaſy, Madam. Mum's the Word. 
F never blab.— [iar] I ſhall not leave off ſo, but wait 
till the laſt Moment. "Exit Ranger. 

Mrs. Stridt. So, he is gone? What co 41 have faid, 
if he had been diſcover'd ! 


Emer Mr. Strictland, driving in Jacintha, Lucetta | 
; | ollowing. 

My. grid. Once more, my 2 maſculine Madam, 
you are welcome home. And J hope to keep you ſome- 
what cloſer than I have done: for to-morrow Morning, 
eight o* Clock, is the rere you ſhall ſtay in this | 
Tewd Town. 

Jacin. Oh, Sir! when once a Girl is equip'd with a 
hearty Reſolution, it is not your Worſhip's Sagacity, nor 
the great Chain at your Gate can hinder her from doing 
what ſhe has a Mind. 

Mr. Strict. = 338 Hew this Love im- 

ves a youn 8 eſty ! 
lags pay 0 blame to Meek for Happineſs any 
yy when you are refoly'd to make me miſerable 
ere 

Mr. Strict. I have this Night prevented your making 

yourſelf ſo; and will endeavour to do it for the future. 
have you ſafe now, and the Devil ſhall not get you out 
of my Clutches again. I have lock'd the Doors and barr'd 


| them, I warrant you. So, bere— [Giving ber a Candle. ] 


'Froop 
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Troop to your Chamber, and to Bed, whilſt you are well. 
Go— He treads on Ranger's Hat. ] What's here? a Hat! 
A Man's Hat in my Wite's Dreſſing-Room ! Ry 

[ Looking at the Hat. 


Mrs. Strict. [ Afide.) What ſhall I do? 


Mr. Strict. [ Taking up the Hat and looking at Mrs. Strict- | 


land.] Ha! By Hell! I ſee tis true. 

Mrs. Strich. My Fears confound me, I dare not tell 
the Truth, and know not how to frame a Lye! 

Mr. $1112. Mrs. Striland Mrs. Stritland! How 
came 1 * your. Chamber! Hana, . 

Lucet. | Afide.] Are you that way diſpos'd, my fine 
Lady, 24 900 not nul me? 1 

Mr. Strig. Speak, Wretch, ſpeak.— | 

Jacin. I could not have ſuſpected this. [ 4/ides 

Mr. Strick. Why doſt thou not ſpeak? 

Mrs. Stri&. Sir 

Mr. Strict. Guilt—'tis Guilt that ties your Tongue 

Lucet. J muſt bring her off, however. — No Chamber- 
maid can help it. +3 [Alde. 

Mr. Strict. My Fears are juſt, and I am miſerable— 
Thou worſt of Women! 

Mrs. Strict. I know my Innocence, and can bear this 
no longer. | 

Mr. Strig. I know you are falſe, and tis I who will 
bear my Injuries no longer. ¶ Both walk about in a Paſſion. 

Lacer. {To Jacintha a far.] Is not the Hat yours? Own 
it, Madam, [ Takes away Jacintha's Hat, and Exit. 

Mrs Strict. What Ground? what Cauſe have you for 


Jealouſy, when you yourſelf can witneſs, your — 


me was accidental; your Return uncertain ; and expecte 
even 3 than it happen d? The Abuſe is grois and 
palpable. 30 | 

Mr. Strict. Why, this is true 

Mrs. Strict. Indeed, Facintha, I am innocent. 

Mr. Strict. And yet this Hat muſt belong to ſomebody. 


Jacin. Dear Mrs. Siri&#/and, be not coneern'd. — 
When he has diverted himſelf a little longer with it —» 


— een de wil Hat again 
Jacin. ill give me m 7 
2 Sri. Your Hat? * F 


Jucir. 
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Facin. Yes, my Hat. You bruſh'd it from my Side 
yourſelf, and then trod upon it ; whether on pufpoſe 
to abuſe this Lady, or no, you beſt know y If 

Mr. Strich. It cannot be — It's all a Lye, 

Facin. Believe ſo ſtill with all my Heart But the 
Hat is mine. [ Snatches it, and puts it on. 

Mrs Stri#. Why did ſhe look ſo ? 

Facin. Your Violence of Temper is too much for 
her. You uſe her IIl, and then ſuſpect her for that 
Confuſion which you yourſelf occaſion. 

Mr. Strict. Why tid not you ſet me right at firſt ? 

Jacin. Your hard Uſage of me, Sir, is a ſufficient 
Reaſon why I ſhould not be much concern'd to unde- 
ceive you at all. Tis for your Lady's ſake, I do it now 
who deſerves much better of you than to be thus expos'd 
for every ſlight Suſpicion. See where ſhe ſits Go to her, 

Mrs. Strict. | Rifing.] Indeed, Mr. Strictland, I have 
a Soul as much above —— 

Mr. Strict. Whew! now you have both found your 
Tongues, and I muſt bear their eternal Rattle 

2 For Shame! Sir, Go to her, and | 

Strick. Well! well! what (ball I fay ? I forgive 
all is over. I, I, I forgive! 

Mrs. Stri&. Forgive? What do you mean? 

Facin, Forgive her? is that all? Conſider, Sir— 

Mr. Strict. Hold —hold your confounded Tongues, 
and I'll do any thing. I'll ask Pardon---or forgive or 
any thing. Good now, be quiet— I ask your Pardon— 
there — [ Kiſſes ler.] For you, Madam] am infi- 
nitely oblig'd to you, and I could find in my Heart to 
make you a Return in kind, by marrying you to a Beg- 
gar, —but I have more Conſcience. Come, come; to 
your Chamber. Here, take this Candle 


Enter Lucetta pertly. 

1 Sir, if you pleaſe, I will light my young Lady 

to , | 
Mr. Strict. No! no! no ſuch thing, good Madam. 
She ſhall have nothing but her Pillow to conſult this 
Night, I aſſure you—So, in, in. [The Ladies take leave} 
[ Exit Jaciatha.} Good Night, kind Madam, 3 
| ers 
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Lucet. Pox of the jealous Fool! We might both have 

eſcap'd out of the Window purely. I[Alde. 

M.. Strid. Go, get you down; and, do you hear ? 

— the Coach to be ready in the Morning at Eight ex- 

ay. [5 Lucetta. ] So ſke is ſafe till to-morrow, and 

then for the Country; and when ſhe is there, I can 
manage as I think fit. 

Mrs. Strict. Dear Mr. Strict land. 
M.. Stria. I am not in a Humour, Mrs. Strict land, 
fit to talk with you, —Go to Bed,—I will endeavour to 
get the better of my Temper, if I can LI follow 
you. [ Exit Mrs. Strictland.] How deſpicable have I 
made myſelf! | [Exit, 


SCENE III. 


Another CHAMBER. 


Enter Ranger. 


. All ſeems huſh'd again, and T may venture out. 
I may as 5 well ſneak off whilſt I am in a whole Skin. And 
ſhall ſo much Love and Claret as I am in poſſeſſion of, 
only lull me to Sleep, when it might ſo much better keep 
me 4 85 Forbid it, Fortune; and forbid it, Love. 
This is a Chamber, perhaps of ſome bewitching Female, 
and I may yet be happy. * a Light The Door opens, 
A Boy! Pox on him. [He retires. ] 


Enter Jacintha, wwith-a Candle. 


-  Facin. I have been liſtening at the Door; and from 
their —— I conclude they are peaceably gone to Bed 
_ 
ang. [Hi] A pretty Boy, Faith! He ſeems uneaſy. 
TE Sitting 4 ak! What an unlucky Night has 
this proved to me! Every Circumſtance has fall'n out 
3 
Nag. He talks aloud. Fll liſten. Alea. 
— But what moſt amazes me is, that Clarinda 
ond 2 | 
Nang. inda ? the muſt bea Woman well! what 
of her t . 


— 
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Facin. My Guardian elſe would never have ſuſpected 
my Diſguiſe. | | 
' - Rang. 1 — ! Ha! it muſt be fo. What 
Eyes ſhe has? What a dull Rogue was I not to ſuſpe& 
this Tooner ! 
- Facin, Ha! I had forgot—-the Ladder is at the Win- 
dow till, and I will boldly venture by myſelf. [ Ring 
briskly, ſees Ranger.] Ha! a Man! and well dreſt! Ha! 
Mrs. Strictland 1 ou 8 at = diſhoneſt ? FOR | | 

Rang. | Aſide. my Wiſhes ſhe is a charmin 
Waman Fen Raſcal! 4 

Facin, But I will, if poſſible, conceal her Shame, and 
Rand the brunt of his Impertinence. 

Kang. What ſhall I ſay to her? No matter] any thing 
foft will do the Bufineſs. | [ 4fede. 

Jacin. Who are you? 

Rang. A Man, young Gentleman, 

acin. And what wou'd you have ? 
ng. A Woman. 

Facin. You are very free, Sir. Here are none for you. 
Kang. Ay, but there is one, and a fair one too; the 
moſt charming Creature Nature ever ſet her Hand to ; 
and you are the dear little Pilot, that muſt dire& me to- 
her Heart. 

Facin. What mean you, Sir? It is an Office I am not 
accuſtom'd to. | 

Rang. You won't have far to. go, however. I never 
make my Errands tedious.. It is to your own Heart, 
Dear Madam, I would have you whiſper in my behalf. 
Nay, never ſtart. Think you ſuch Beauty could ever be 
- conceal'd from Eyes fo well acquainted with its Charms? 

Facin. What will become of me! If I cry out, Mrs. 
Strictland is undone. That is my laſt Reſort. [ 4/2. 

Rang. Pardon, dear Lady, the Boldneſs of this Viſit, 
which your Guardian's Care has forc'd me to.—-—But.I 
long have lov'd you, long doted on that beauteous Face, 
and follow d you from place to. place, tho', perhaps, un- 
known and unregard $ 
Facin. Here's a ſpecial Fellow! ! r [A. 
Kang. Turn then an Eye of Pity on wy Suflerings ; 
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and by Heaven—one tender Look from thoſe piercing 
Eyes one Touch of this ſoſt Hand b 
8 © [Going to tall her Hand. 

Jacin. Hold, Sir No nearer. | | 

Rang. Would more than repay whole Years of Pain. 

Facin. Hear me. Bat keep your Diſtance, or I raiſe 
the Family. 

Rang. Bleſſings on her Tongue, only for prattling to 
me. LA lat. 

Facin: Oh! for a Moment's Courage, and I ſhall ſhame 
him from his Purpoſe. | Afide.] If I were certain fo much 
Gallantry had been ſhewn on my account only — 

Rang. You wrong your to think that any other 
could have Power to draw me hither. By all the little 
Loves that play about your Lips, I ſwear ——— | 

Facin. You came to me, and me alone! | 

Rang. By all the thouſand Graces that inhabit there, 
you, and only you, have drawn me hither. 

Facin. Well ſaid. 
"Rang. By Heaven ſhe comes! ah! honeſt Ranger, I 
never knew thee fail! LAlide. 

Facin. Pray, Sir, where did you leave this Hat? 

Rang. That Hat!—-That Hat—-It's my Hat—--I 
dropt it in the next Chamber as I was looking for yours. 

acin. How mean and deſpicable do you look know ? 

Rang. So! ſo! I am in a pretty Pickle ! Ala. 

Facin. You know by this, that I am acquainted with 
every thing that bas paſs'd within : and how ill it agrees 
with what you have profeſs'd to me. Let me adviſe 
you, Sir, to be gone immediately. Thro' that Window 
you may eaſily get into the Street. One Scream of mine; 
the leaſt Noiſe at that Door will wake the Houſe. 

Rang. Say you ſo? | Ait. 
Facin. Believe me, Sir, an injur'd Husband is not fo 
eaſily appeas d, and a ſuſpected Wife that is jealous of 
her Honour 

Rang. Is the Devil, and fo let's hear no more of her. 
Look ye, Madam, [ Getting between the Door and ber.] 1 
Have. but one Argument left, and that is a ſtrong one. 
Look on me well, Tam as handſom, aftrong, 8 4 

ellow, 


1 
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Fellow, as any about Town, and fince we are alone, as I 
take it, we can have no occaſion to be more private. 
Going to lay hold of ber. 
12 I have a Reputation, Sir, and will maintain it. 
ang. You have a bewitching Pair of Eyes. | 
Jacin. Confider my Virtue. Deb. 
Rang. Conſider your Beauty and my Deſires. 
Zacin. If I were a Man, you dar'd not uſe me thus. 
Nang. I ſhould not have the ſame Temptation. 
Facin. Hear me, Sir. I will be heard: | Breakrftom him.) 
There is a Man who will make you repent this uſage of 
me.— Oh! Bellamy, where art thou now.? 
Rang. Bella xy 
Jain. Were he here, you durſt not thus affront me. 


| . [Burſting out a Crying. 
Rang. His Miſtreſs, on my Soul! 4 . Vou can 
love, Madam; yon can love, I find. Her 


. _ 
ſtrangely. : wk =o 
I F acin. I am not aſham'd to own my Paſſion for a Man 
e., of Virtue and Honour. love and glory in it. 
Rang. Oh! brave | and you can write Letters, you can. 
J 1 will not truſt myſelf Home with you this Evening, becauſe 
s. | 1 hnowit is inconvenient. 
MN res tk Jos — Lodging 3 it* 
ang. Therefore Fbeg jou would me a Lodging; itt 
4 no x how far off my Guardian's. Yours, Jacintha. 
Facin. The very Words of my Letter! Iamamaz'd. 
ſe © Do you know Mr. Bellamy? 
Rang. There is not a Man on Earth I have fo great 
a Value for: and he muſt have ſome Value for me too, or 
he would never have ſhewn me your pretty Epiltle. 
„, Think of that, fair Lady. The Ladder is at the Win- 
ſo dow. And fo, Madam, I hope delivering you ſafe into 
of bis Arms will, in ſome Meaſure, expiate the Crime I 
have been =y of to you. 
I Facin. Heaven, how fortunate is this ! 
1 Rang. I believe I make myſelf appear more wicked 
e. than] really am. For, damn me, if I do not feel more 
je Satisfaction in the Thoughts of reſtoring you to my 
„ Friend, than I could have Pleaſure in any Favour your 
Bounty could have beſtow d. 


1. 
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acin. Your Generoſity tranſports me. 

g. Let us loſe no time then, the Ladder beedy f 
Where was you to lodge? 

Facin. At Mr. M. 

Kang. At my F nend Hh 's? better and better ni 
. acin. Are you acquainted with him too? 


7 
g. Ay, ay | Why, did I not tell you at firſt that I : 
1 


ft 


was one of your old Acquaintance? I know all about you, 
ou ſee; tho' the Devil fetch me if ever I ſaw you before, 
ow, Madam | A 
Facin. And now, Sir, — Have with you. 
g. Then thou art a Girl of Spirit. And tho' I 
op to hug — for truſting yourſelf with me, I will not 
Kiſs, till Bellamy himſelf ſhall give me leave. 

2 maſt _ well that takes 45 from n me. E 


M * LEES fi 


ACT. SCENE I 


4 5 
a 14 2 2 4 1 
42 * Enter Ballamy and Frankly, 4 
Bella. PS HA! What impertinent Devil put it into 


your Head to meddle with my Affairs? 

' Frank. You know I went thither in Purſuit of another. 
Bella. I know nothing you had to do there at all. 
" Frank. I thought, Mr. Bellamy; you were a Lover. 

Bella. I am 'F ; and therefore ſhould be forgiven this 1 
ſudden Warmth. | 

Frank. And therefore ſhould forgive the fond Imper- I 
tinence of a Lover. | 
Bella. Jealouſy, you know, i is as natural an Incident to 0 
ve N 
Frank. As Curioſity. By one Piece of filly Curioſity I 
nave 5 nigh to ruin both myſelf and you. Let not 
al — ouſy compleat our Misfortunes, I fear 1 
— of a Miſtreſs as well as you. Then let us not quar- 
rel, _ may come right again, 1 12 N 
Bella. Þ - 
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Bella, It is impoſſible. She is gone, remov'd for ever 
from my fight, She is in the Country by this time. 
Frank. How did you loſe her after we parted ? 
Bella. By too great Confidence. When I got her to 
my Chair, the Chairmen were not to be found———And 


fafe as I thought in our Diſguiſe, I actually put her into 


the Chair, when Mr. Stri4/and and his Servants were in 
fight z which I had no ſooner done, than they ſurrounded 
us, overpower d me, and carry'd her away. | 
_ Frank. Unfortunate indeed! Could you not make a 
ſecond Attempt! 977 > {4 
Bella. Thad defign'd it. But when I came to the Door, 
I found the Ladder remov'd; and hearing no Noiſe, ſee 
ing no Lights, nor being able to make any Body anſwer: 
I concluded all Attempts as impracticable as now I find 
them. Ha! I ſee Lucetta coming, Then they may be 
fill in own. 2 


: WW 4.08 .. 2. 
Enter Lucetta. — * 


Lucetta, welcome ! What News of Facintba? 
Lucet. News, Sir !, You fright me out of my Senſes ! 
Why, is ſhe not with you ?., ß 
Bella. What do you mean? With me? Ihavenotſcen 
her fince I loſt her laſt Nihlghge. 
Lucet. Good Heav'n | then ſhe is undone for ever. 
Frank. Why, what's the matter ? 5 
Bella. Speak out I'm all Amazement. 
Lucet. She is eſcap'd without any of us knowing how. 
No body miſt her al Morning. We all thought ſhe went 
away with you. But Heaven knows now what may have 


Biella. Somebody muſt have accompanied her in her 


Flight. e | | 
I mo Weknow of No body. We are all in Confu- 


ſion at home. My Maſter ſwears Revenge on you. My 
Miſtreſs ſays a Stranger has her. 

Bella. A Stranger 
Lucet. But Mrs. Clarinda ——— 

2 2 Fon 8 Who is ſhe? 

et. (To Frankly.] The Lady, Sir, you ſaw at our 

Houſe laſt Night, 5. J Y, dir, YOU la.) 
+ * a "Frank, 


— — es —  — — 
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* Frank, Ha! what of her? 
Lucet. She fays, ſhe is ſure one Frank is ce Man; 


| She ſaw them together, and knows it to be true. 


Frank. Damn d Fortune? IA. 
Lucet. Sure this is not Mr. 2 
Frank. Nothing will eonvince him 5 a. 


Bella. | Looking at Frankly.] Ha? tis Truth ſee it 
is true. . Lucesta, run DERRY * and take him 
with you to ſearch wh Pur Ber cus. 
9 e — r uſed me 

i t you force me to forget Ain 
Frank. What do you to orga © 

Bella. Drew. 

Frank. Are you mad? By Hezveris! Fam jnyocent; 
Bella. 1 have heard you, and will no longer be impos' d 
en Defend yourſelf. 

Frank. Nay, if you are ſo hot, I _— 
felf, as I would againſt a Madman. 


Enter Ranger. | 
What the Devil, Swords at Noonday ! Have 
ng you, faith! [ Parti them. ] What's here, 5 
es, gad. you are Bellam, and you are Frankly, 
2 , put up bots of you ot elſe -I am in a dev Fellow- 
once my Sword is out. 
1 We ſhall have a time 
8 Bellamy ane wway.] A time for what? 
Rall be always as ready to defend my Inno- 
er now. 


Pußbing Frankly other way.) Innocence! ay, 
to be be 12 ＋7 A 9 mi be innocent Fellow, 
no doubt. But what in 1 name o mon : ſenſe is it 
that ails you both? Are you mad? The laſt time I faw 

you, you were hugging and kiſſing ; and now youare cut- 
4 one another's — never knew any good come 


of oneFellow's beſlavering another But [ ſhalt put ir Hd in- 

to better Humour, I warrant you. Bellamy, Frankhy, Iiſten 

both of you—Such Fortune Such a Scheme 
Bella. Pr ythee, leave fooling, What, art drunk? 
Frank, He is always fo, I think. 
Kang. And who gave you the Privilege of ye + 
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Drunk? no! 1 hem orient += Tip, — with my 


| — Fortune — Merry, and in Spirits—Tho' I have not 


ire enougli to run my Friend thro' the Body. Not 
drunk, cho Fack Megott and I bave box d it about 
Champaign was the Word for two whole Houts, by 
Shrewsbury Clock. ; | 
Bella. Fack Meggot ? Why, I left him-at One go- 
2 
* That may be, but I made a ſhift to ronſe him 


and his Family, by Four this Mo - Ounds! I pick'd 
up a Wench and carried her to his Houle, 
Bella. Ha! 


Rang. Such a Variety of Adventures———Nay, you 
ſhall hear. But before I begin, BzJ/amry, you ſhall pro- 
mife me half a dozen Kiſſes before hand: for the Devil 
= — if that little Jade, Jaciutba, would give me one, 

preis d hard. 

. Who,  Farintha'? Prefs to kiſs Facintha ? 

Rang. Kiſs her! ay! why not? Is ſhe not a Woman, 
and made to be kifs'd? 

Bella. Kiſs her !——T ſhall run diftrated ! 

Nang. How could I help it; when I had her alone, you 


Rs e, in her Bed. chamber at Midnight? if Thad been 


e ſacrificed, I ſhould have done it. 

0 Bella Bed-chamber, at Midnight! I can hold no lon- 
ger. Draw 

Frank. Be eaſy, Bellamy. [ 
Bella. He has been at ſome of bis ad 
with her. 

Frank. Hear him out. | 

Rang 'Sdeath! how could I know ſhe was his Miſ- 
freſs? But I tell this Story moſt miſerably. I ſhould have 
fold you firſt, I was in another Lady's Chamber. By the 
Lord, I got in at che Window by a Ladder of Ropes. 

Frank. Ha! another Lady ? 

Rang Another. And ſtole in her, whilt the was 
undreflin ng; beautifal as an Angel; blooming and young 

Frank. What, in the ſame Houſe? 

Bella What is this to Jacintba? Eaſe me of my Pain. 
Nang Ay, ay, in the {ame Houſe, on the ſame Floor. 
The ſweeteſt, little Angel But I defign to have another 
Touch wich her, Frank. 


* 
* 
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Fraik, Sdeath ] but Foo ſhall . a Touch with me 


firſt 
Bella. Stay, Frankly. = [Interpofing. 


Rang. Why, what ſtrange Madneſs has poſſeſs d you | 
both, No-body muſt kiſs a pretty Wench but your- 


ſelves ? 
Bella. But what became of Facintha ? 


Rang. Oonds ! what have you done that you muſt 


2 b kifling ? 


Frank. Prithee, honeſt Ranger, eaſe me of the Pain I 


am in. Was her Name Clarinda ? 

Bella. Speak, in plain Words, where Jacintha i is, where 
to be found —Dear Boy, tell me. 

Rang. Ay, now it is, honeſt Ranger; and dear Boy, 
tell me- and a Minute ago, my Throat was to be cut. 
I could find in my Heart not to open my Lips, Ay any 
comes 7ack Meggot who will let you into all the Secret, 
tho” he defign'd to keep it from you, in half the time that I 
can, tho* I had ever t a mind to tell it you. 

Enter Jack Meggot. 

Fack Mag. So, ſave ye! ſave ye, Lads ! We have 
been frighten'd out of our.Wits for you. Not hearing 
of Mr. Be/lamy, poor Jacintha is — to ſink for fear 
of any Accident. 

Bella. Is ſhe at your Houſe ? 

Fack Meg. Why, did not you know that? We diſ- 
patch'd Maſter Ranger to you-three Hours ago. ; 
Nag. Ay, plagie!- but I had Buſineſs of my own, and 
fo I could not come. Hark ye, er is s your Girl, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

Frank, A Maid, I hope. 

Rang. The odds are againſt you, Charles . mine 
is married, you Rogue, and her Husband jealous ——The 
Devil is in it, if I do not yet reap ſome Reward for my 
laft Night's Service. 1 

Bella. He has certainly been at Mrs, giridlan herſelf. 
But, Frankly, I dare not look on you. 

Frank. This one Embrace — all Thoughts of 
Enmity. 

Bella. erke Man! But I muſt haſte to 
eaſe 7 acintha of her Fears, 8 
NAU. „ ES 
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Frank, And I to make up Matters with Clarinda. [ Exit. 

Nang. And I to ſome kind Wench or other, Jack. 

But where I ſhall find her, Heaven knows. And ſo, my 
Service to your Monkey. 


Fack Meg. Adieu, Rattlepate. [ Excunt, 
S CEN EH | 


The Hall of Mr. StriMland's s Houſe. 
g | Enter Mrs. Strictland and Clarinda. 
Mrs. $tri&. But, why in ſuch a hurry, my Dear? Stay 


till your Servants can go along with you. 

Clar. Oh,” no matter! They'll fellow with my Things. 
It is but a little way off, and my Chair will guard me. 
After my ſtaying out ſo late laſt Night, I am ſure Mr. 
Stricland will think ay Minute an Age whil lam 1 in 
his Houſe. | 

Mrs. Strict. I am as mock amaz'd at his ſuſpectin 
Innocence as my own: And every time I think o it, , I 
bluſh at my preſent Behaviour to you. 

Clar. No Ceremony, dear Child, —© 

Mrs. Strict. No, Clarinda, I am too well e 
with your good Humour. But I fear in the Eye of a 
malicious World, it may look like a Confirmation of * 
Suſpicion. 

Clar. My Dear, if the World will ſpeak ill of his, 
for the little innocent Gaiety, which I think the peculiar 
1 of my Tem _ I know no way to prevent it ; 

am only ſorry the Worl 
not part with my Mirth, I aſſure them, ſo long as I know 
it innocent. I wiſh, my Dear, this may be the greateſt 
Uneaſineſs your Huband's Jealouſy ever gives you. 
Mrs. Strict. I hope he never again may have wb 
Occaſion, as he had at Night. 

Clar. You are ſo unfaſhionable a Wife!— Why, laſt 
Night's Accident would have made half the Wives in 
Lindon eaſy for Life. Has not his Jealouſy diſcover'd it- 
ſelf openly? And are not you innocent? There is nothin 
but your fooliſh Temper that prevents his re abſolute! 


* ff 


in your Power, 


d is ſo ill-natur'd : But I ſhall 


ay 
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. Strict. Clarinda, this is too ſerious an Affair to 
laugh at. Let me dvi you, take care of Mr. Frank/y, 
obſer ve his Temper well; and if he has the leaſt Taint of 
Jealouſy, caſt him off, and never truſt to keeping him in 
your Power. 

Clar. You will hear little more of Frankly, I believe; 
Here is Mr. S:riBland. 


Enter Mr: Strictland and Lucetta. 


| Mr. Sri. Lucetta ſays you want me, Madam: 
Clar. I troubled you, Sir, only that I might return you 
Thanks: for the Civilities I have Teceiv'd in your Family, 
before [ took my leave. 
Afr. Sn. Keep them to yourſelf, dear Madam. As 
it is at my Requeſt that you leave my Houſe, your 
Thanks upon that Occafion are not very deſirable. 
Clar. Oh, Sir, you need not fear: My Thanks were : 
only for your Civilities. They will not — you: 
But I'Il conform to your Humour, d and part with as 
little Ceremony 
Mrs. Strict. As we 2 8 * > 
Clar. The Brute * y Dear, ie 
meet again. ; 8 C7 Ar, Strictland. 
Mr. Strict. If you dare truſt me With your Hand. 
Car. Lucetta, remember my Inſtructions. Now, Sir, 
— with you. [. Striftland lads Clarinda our. 
Met. Strict Are her Inſtructions cruel or kind, Lu N 
eerta ? For I ſuppoſe they relate to Mr. Frankly. , 
Lucet. You have a mind to try, — tent, 1 
as well as yourſelf, Madam. But I wiltſhew you I am fic 
to be truſted by keeping this, tho? it ſignifies nothing. R 
Mrs. Stri#; This Anſwer is not ſo civil, I think. 1 
Lxcet. I beg pardon, Madam. I meant it not to offend. 
Mu. Strict. Pray let us ha ve no more fuch. I nd 
, nor want your A : | 


Re-enter Mr. Strifland.._- pay 
1 Strick. She is gone I feel myſelf ſomewhat eaſier 
already. Since I have begun the Day with Gallantry, 


Madam, ſhall I condut᷑t you up? 
Mrs. Stri#. There is ſomething, Sir, which gives you 


| decret Uneaſineſs. I wiſh—— Mr. 


A 
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Mr. Strict. Perhaps ſo, Madam, and perhaps it may 
ſoon be no Secret at all. [Leads her out. 

Lucet. Would I were once well ſettled with my young 
Lady; for at preſent, this is but an odd ſort of a queer 
Family. Laſt Night's Affair puzzles me. A Hat there 
was that belong'd to none of us, that's certain. Madam 
was in a Fright, that is as certain; and I brought all off. 
2 eſcip'd, no one of us knows how. The good 

an's Jealouſy was yeſterday groundleſs ; yet to-day, in 
my Mind, he is very much in the right. Mighty odd, 
all this! Somebody knocks ! If this ſhould be Clarinda's 


Spark, I have an odd Meſſage for him too. 
[She opens the Door. 


Enter Frankly. 


Frank. So, my pretty Handmaid. Meeting with you 
gives me ſome * May I ſpeak with Clarinda ? 

Lucet. Whom do you want, Sir ? 

Frank. Clarinda, Child. The young Lady I was ad- 
mitted to yeſterday. | 

Lucet. Clarinda? No ſuch Perſon lives here, I 
aſſure you. \ 1 | | 

Frank, Where then? 

Lecet. I don't know indeed, Sir. 

Frank, Will you enquire within? | 
Lucet. Nobody knows in this Houſe, Sir, you will find. 
Frank. What do you mean? She is a Friend of Jacin- 

tha's, your Lady. I will take my, Oath ſhe was here 

laſt Night; and you yourſelf ſpoke of her being here 
this Morning—Not know ! 

Lucet. No. None of us know. She went away of a 
ſudden—no one of us can imagine' whither. 

Fran. Why, Faith, Child, thou haſt a tolerable Face, 

and haſt deliver'd this Denial very handſomly. But let 

me tell you, your Impertinence this Morning had lik'd 
to have coſt me my Life. Now, therefore, make me 
amends, I come from your young Miſtreſs. I come 
from Mr. Bellamy. I come with my Purſe full of Gold 

(that perſuaſive Rhetorick) to win you to let me ſee, 

and ſpeak to this C/arinda once again. W 4.4 
Lucet. She is not here, Sir. ae 

D Frank, 
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Frank. Direct me to her. 
Lucet. No. I can't do that neither. 


Enter My. Strictland Gebind. 


. My. Stri2. I heard a knocking at the Door, and a 
Man's Voice Ha! LAAlae. 
Frank. Deliver this Letter to her. 
Mr. $tri2. By all my Fears, a Letter! Afiae. 
Luctt. I don't know but I may be tempted to do that. 
Frank. Take it then—and with it this. 
| [Kiffes her, and gives her Monty. 
Mr. Strig. Um! there are two Bribes in a Breath! 
What a Jade ſhe is? F/72 
Lucet. Ay—this Gentleman underſtands Reaſon ! 
Frank. And be aſſured you oblige your Miſtreſs, while 
you are ſerving me. 
Mr. Strict. Her Miſtreſs ?—Damn'd Sex ! and damn'd 
Wife, thou art an Epitome of that Sex ! LAlde. 
Frank. And if you can procure me an Anſwer, your 
Fee ſhall be enlarg'd. [Exit Frank, 
Lucet. The next Step is to get her to read this Letter. 
Mr. Strict. | Snatches the Letter. ] No Noiſe — but 
ſtand ſilent there, whilſt I read this. h 
[ Breaks it open, and drops the Caſe. 
Madam, The Gaiety of a Heart happy as mine was yefler- 
day, may, T hope, eaſily excuſe the unſeaſonable V. of 1 made 
your Houſe laft Night.—Death and the Devil! Confuſion! 
I ſhall run diſtracted. It is too much ! There was a Man 
then to whom the Hat belong'd; and I was gull'd, abuſ- 
ed, cheated, impos'd on by a Chit, a Girl-— Oh Wo- 
man! Woman !— But I will be calm, ſearch it coolly 
to the Bottom, and have a full Revenge. 
Lacet. Aide] So here's fine Work! He'll make him- 
ſelf very ridiculous tho'! | 
Mr. Stri&.[ Reads on.] I know my Innocence will appear 
fo manifetly that I need only appeal to tbe Lady who accom- 
panied you at Bath. Your very humble Servant, good, in- 
nocent, fine Madam C/arinde.—- And I de not doubt but 
her Good nature, [ Bawd ] Bawd I] will not lat you perfeft in 
injuring your obedient humòl Sore 
Charles Frankly. 


Now, 
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Now, who can ſay my Jealouſy lack d Foundation, or my 
Suſpicion of fine Madam's innocent Gaiety was unjuſt ?— 
Gaiety! why ay! twas Gaiety brought him hither. 
Gaiety makes her a Bawd.— My Wife may be a Whore 
in Gaiety. What a Number of Sins become faſhionable 
under the Notion of Gaiety— What? You receiv'd this 
Epiſtle in Gaiety too; and were to deliver it to my Wife, 
I ſuppoſe, when the gay Fit came next open her.— Why! 
you impudent yeung Strumpet, do you laugh at me? 
Lucet. I wou'd, if I dared, and heartily.— Be pleas'd, 
Sir, only to look at that Piece of Paper that lies there. 
M.. Strich. Ha! 
Lacet. I have not touched it, Sir. It is the Caſe that 
Letter came in, and the Direction will inform you whom 
I was to deliver it to. | 
Mr. Strict. This is directed to Cl/arinda ! 
 Lucet, Oh! is it ſo? Now read it over again, and all 
your fooliſh Doubts will vaniſh. | 
Mr. Strict. I have no Doubts at all. I am ſatisfied that 
you, Facintha, Clarinda, my Wife, all are 
_—_— Lud! Lud! you would make a Body mad. 
Mr. Strict. Hold your impertinent Tongue. 
Lucet. You'll find the thing to be juſt as I ſay, Sir. 
Mr. Strict. Be gone. [ Exit nta. They muſt be poor 
at the Work, indeed: if they did not lend one another 
their Names. Tis plain, tis evident: And Tam miſerable, 
But for my Wife, ſhe ſhall not ſtay one Night longer in 
my Houſe. Separation, Shame, Contempt ſhall be her 
Portion. I am determin'd in the thing; and when once 
it is over, I may perhaps be eaſy. [Exit. 


S. 03” f N E III. 
The 8 T R E 2 T. 
Clarinda brought in in a Chair, Ranger following. 
Kang. Hark ye, Chairmen? Damn your confounded 
Trot. Go ſlower. | 
Clay. Here, ſtop. 
Rang.By Heavens! the Monſters hear Reaſon, and obey. 
Clar. ¶ Letting down the Window. ] What troubleſome 
Fellow was that? | 
Yak D 2 1 Chairm, 
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1 Chairm. Some Rake, I warrant, that cannot carry 
Himſelf home, and wants us to do it for him. 
Clar. There=— And pray do you take care I be 
not troubled with him. [ Goes in. 
Rang. That's as much as to ſay now, Pray follow me. 
Madam, you are a charming Woman, and I will do it 
1 Chairm. Stand off, Sir. | 
Kang. Prithee, honeſt Fellow—what—what Writing 


is that? [Endeaweuring to get in. 


2 Chairm. You come not in here! | 
Nang. Lodgings to be let! a pretty convenient Inſcrip- 
tion, and the Sign of a good modeſt Family ! There may 
be Lodgings for Gentlemen as well as Ladies. Harkye, 
Rogues? Pll lay you all the Silver I have in my Pocket, 
there it is, I get in there in ſpite of your Teeth, ye Pimps. 
{ Throws down Money, and goes in. 
1 Chairm. What, have you let the Gentleman in? 
2 Chairm. I'll tell you what, Partner, he certainly ſlipt 
by whilſt we were picking up the Money, Come, take up. 


[Exeunt. 
n 
C LARIN DA, LODGINGS. 


A Neiſe within between Ranger and Landlady. 
Clarinda enters . laughing, a Maid following. 


Clar. My Madcap Couſin Ranger, as I live. Iam ſure 
he does not know me. — If I cou'd but hide my Face 
now, what Sport I ſhou'd have! A Mask, a Mask run 
and ſee if you can find a Mask. 

Maid. I believe there is one above. 

Clar. Run, run and fetch it. [Exit Maid. 
Here he comes ! [Enter Ranger and Landlady. 
How unlucky this is! Turning from em. 

Landl. What's your Buſineſs here, unmannerly Sir? 

Rang. Well, let's ſee theſe Lodgings that are to be 
let. Gad, a very pretty neat Tenement — But harkye, 
is it real and natural, all that, or only patch'd up and 
new · painted this Summer - ſeaſon, againſt the Town fills? 

Landl. What does the ſaucy Fellow mean with his 


double Tenders here? Get you down—— | 


Enter 


— 
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Clarin 
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Buer Maid with a Math. 


Maid. Here is a very dirty one. [ Afde to Clarinda, 

Clar. No matter—now we ſhall ſee a little what he 
wou'd be at. 5 LA lde. 

Landl. This is an honeſt Houſe.— For all your lac'd 
Waſtecoat, I'll have you thrown down Neck and Heels, 

Rang. Phoh ! not in ſuch a Hurry, good old Lady 
A Mask |—Nay, with all my Heart. It faves a World 
of Bluſhing—Have you ne'er a one for me? I am apt 
to be aſham'd myſelf on theſe Occaſions, 

Landl. Get you down. I fay—— 
Rang. Not if I gueſs right, old Lady. Madam. [79 

Js, who makes Signs to the Landlady to retire. ] look 

ye there now! that a Woman ſhou'd live to your Age, and 
know ſo little of the matter. Be gone. [ Exit Landlady.] 
By her Forwardneſs, this ſhould be a Whore of Quality. 
My Boy Ranger, thou art in luck to- day.—She won't 
ſpeak, I find—then I will. [4/#e.] Delicate Lodgings 
truly, Madam; and very neatly furniſh'd.— A very con- 
venient Room this, I muſt needs own, to entertain a 
mix'd Company.—But my dear charming Creature, does 
not that Door open to a more commodious Apartment 
for the Happineſs of a private Friend, or ſo? The pret- 
tieſt Braſs Lock. Faſt, um ! that won't do. Sdeath, you 
are a beautiful Woman ! I am ſure you are. Prithee let 
me ſee your Face. It is your . Intereſt, Child. — The 
longer you delay, the more I ſhall expect. Therefore, 
[Taking ber Hand.] my dear, ſoft, kind, new Acquain- 
tance, thus let me take your Hand, and whilſt you gently 
with the other, let Day-light in upon me: Let me ſoftly 
hold you to me, that with my longing Lips I may receive 


the warmeſt, beſt Impreſſion. [She wnmasks.] Clarinda ! 


Clar. Ha! ha! Your Servant, Couſin Ranger /—Ha, 
ha, ha. | 

Rang. Oh! your humble Servant, Madam ! you had 
liked to have been beholden to your Mask, Coufin ! 
I muſt brazen it out. [ A/ide. 

Clay. Ha! ha! ha! you were not ſo happy in your 


Diſguiſe, Sir. The pretty Stagger in your Gate, that hap- 
Py Diſpoſition of your I the genteel Negligence of 


3 your 
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your whole Perſon, and thoſe pretty Flowers of modiſh 
Gallantry made it impoſſible to miſtake you, my ſweet 
Cuz. Ha, ha. of 
Rang. Oh! I knew you too, but I fancied you had 
taken a particular lĩking to my Perſon, and had a mind 
to fink the Relation under that little Piece of black Velvet! 
And, Egad, you never find me behind- hand in a Frolick. 
But fince it is otherwiſe, my merry good-humour'd 
Couſin, I am as heartily glad to ſee you in Town, as I 
ſhould be to meet any of my old Bottle Acquaintance. 
Clar. And on my Side I am as happy in meeting 
your Worſhip, as I ſhould be in a Rencounter with e'er 
a Petticoat in Chriftendom. 
Rang. And if you have any Occaſion for a dangli 
Gallant to Vauxhall, Ranelagh, or even the 
Park, you are ſo unlike the reſt of your virtuous Siſters 
of the Petticoat, that I will venture myſelf with you. 
Clar. Take care what you promiſe ; for who knows 
but this Face you were pleas'd to ſay ſo many pretty 
things of, before you ſaw it, may raiſe ſo many Rivals 
among your kept Miftreſs's, and _ of Quality —- 
Rang. Hold! hold! a Truce with your Satire, ſweet 
Cuz; or if Scandal muft be the Topick of every virtu- 
ous Woman's Converſation—Call for your Tea-Water— 
And let it be in its proper Element. Come, your Tea; 
your Tea. | . | 


Enter Landlady. 


Clar. With all my Heart—Who's there? Get Tea. 

Upon Candition that you ſtay till it comes. 

- Rang. That is according as you behave, Madam. 
Clar. Oh! Sir, I am very ſenſible of the Favour. 
Rang. Nay! you may, I aſſure you; for there is but 

one Woman of Virtue beſides yourſelf, I would ſtay with 

ten Minutes, (and I have not known her above theſe twelve 

Hours.) The Infipidity, or the Rancour of their Diſ- 

courſe, is inſufferable. *Sdeath ! I had rather take the Air 

with my Grandmother. 
Clar. Ha! ha! ha! the Ladies are highly oblig'd to 


you, I vow. | 


1 
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Rang. I tell you what. The Lady I ſpeak of was 
eblig'd to me, and the generous Girl is ready to own it. 

Clar. And pray, when was it you did Virtue this con- 
fiderable Service ? 

Rang. But this laſt Night, the Devil fetch me! A 
romantick Whim of mine convey'd me into her Cham- 
ber, where I found her, young and beautiful, alone, at 
midnight, dreſs'd like a foft Auonit, her lovely Hair all 
looſe about her Shoulders 73 

Clar. In Boys Cloaths! (this is worth attending to). Ife. 
Rang. Gad! I no more ſuſpected her being a Woman, 
than I did your being my Cater- Couſi n. 

Clar. How did you diſcover it at laſt ? 

Rang. Why, faith, ſhe very modeſtly dropt me a Hint 
of it herſelf. N 

Clar. Herſelf ! (if this ſhould be Facintha). [ Aſde. 

Rang. Ay | foregad, did ſhe! which I imagin'd a 
good Sign, at midnight. Ha, Couſin? Sol e'en invented 
a long Story of a Paſhon I had for her, (tho' I had never 
ſeen her before)—you know my old Way ;—and ſaid ſo 
many ſuch tender Things —— | 

Clar. As you ſaid to me jnſt now. 

Rang. Pſhah ! quite in another Stile, I aſſure you. It 
was Midnight, and J was in a right Cue. 

Clar. Well! And what did ſhe anſwer to all theſe 
Proteſtations ? | 

Rang. Why, inſtead of running into my Arms at once, 
as I expected 

Clar. To be ſure. 

Rang. 'Gad! like a freehearted honeſt Girl, ſhe frankly 
told me, She lik'd another better than ſhe Iik'd me; that 
J had ſomething in my Face that ſhew'd I was a Gentle- 
man: and ſhe would e' en truſt herſelf with me, if I would 
give her my Word, I would convey her to her Spark. 

Clar. Oh, brave! And how did you bear this? 

Rang. Why, curſe me, if I am ever angry with a 
Woman for not having a Paſſion for me; I only hate 
your Sex's vain Pretence of having no Paſſion at all. 
Gad! I loved the good-natured Girl for it; took her at 
her Word ; ſtole her out of the Window : and this Morning 
made a very honeſt Fellow happy in the Poſſeſſion of her. 

D 4 Clar. 
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Clay. And her Name is Facintha. 

Rang. Ha! | 

Clar. Your Amours are no Secrets, Sir. You ſee you 
might as well have told me all, the whole of laſt N ihr 8 
Adventure; for you find. I know. | 

Raxg. All? Why, what do you know? 

Clar. Nay, nothing. I only know, that a Gentle- 
man's Hat cannot be dropt in a Lady's Chamber — 

Rang. The Devil ! 

Clar. But a Husband is ſuch an odd, impertinent, 
aukward Creature, that he will be funiblia over it. 

Rang. Here has been fine Work. [A/de. ] But how, 
in the Name of Wonder, ſhould yon know all this? 

Clar. By being in the ſame Houſe. 

Rang. In the — Houſe ? 

Clar. Ay, in the fame Houſe. A Witneſs of the Con- 
fufion you have made. 

Mow Frankly's Clarinde, by all that's fortunate. It 
muſt be ſo. [ Aide. 

Car. And let me tell you, Sir, that even the dull, 
low-ſpirited Diverſions you ridicule in us tame Creatures, 
are preferable to the romantic Exploits that only Wine 
can raiſe you to. 

Rang. Yes, Couſin ! But I'll be even with you. [ 4/4. 

Clar. If you reflect, Couſin, you will find a great 
deal of Wit in ſhocking a Lady's Modeſty, diſturbing 
her Quiet, tainting her Reputation, and ruining the Peace 
of a whole Family. 

Rang. To be ure. 

Clar. Theſe are the high-mettled Pleaſures of you 
Men of Spirit, that the Inſipidity of the Virtuous can 
never arrive at. And can you in reality think your Bur- 
gundy, and your Bacchus, your Venus, and your Lowes an 
Excuſe for all this? Fy, Couſin, fy. 

Rang. No, Couſin. 

Clar. What, dumb? I am glad you have Modeſty 
enough left not to go about to excuſe yourſelf, 

Rang. It is as you ſay. When we are ſober, and re- 
fleQ but ever ſo little on the Follies we commit, we are 
aſham'd and ſorry; and yet the very next Minute, we 
run again into the very ſame Abſurdities. ay 

. 
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Clar. What? Moralizing, Coufin ! Ha! ha! ha! 
Rang. What you know is not half, not a hundredth 

Part of the Miſchief of my laſt Night's Frolick. And 

yet, the very next Petticoat I ſaw this Morning, I maſt 

follow it, and be damn'd to me. Tho' for ought I 

know, poor Frankly's Life may depend upon it. 

Clar. Whoſe Life, Sir ? 
Rang. And here do I ſtand prating to you now. 
Clar. Pray, good Coulin, explain yourſelf. 
Rang. Good Couſin ! She has it. [ Ade.) Why, whilſt I 
was making off with the Wench, Bellamy and he were 
quarrelling about her: And tho' Facintha and I made 
all the ball we could, we did not get to them before — 
Clar. Before what? (I'm frighten'd out of my Wits). 

Kang. Not that Frankly car'd three Half-pence for 

the Girl. | 
Clar. But there was no Miſchief done, I hope. 
Rang. Pho! a ſlight Scratch. Nothing at all, as the 

Surgeon ſaid: Tho he was but a queer-looking Son of 

a Bitch of a Surgeon neither, a 
Clar. Good God! Why, he ſhould have the beſt that 

can be found in Lender. 3 
Rang. Ay, indeed, fo he ſhould. That was what I was 
ing or, when I ſaw you. [Sits down.] They are all at 
ack Meggot's hard by, and you will keep me here. 
Clar. J keep you here! For Heaven's ſake begone, 
Rang. Your Tea is a damn'd while a coming. | 
Car. You ſhall have no Tea now, I aſſure you. 
Rang. Nay ! One Diſh. | 
Clar. No, poſitively, you ſhall not ſtay. 

Rang. Your Commands are abſolute, Madam. [ Going. 
Clar. Then Frankh is true, and I only am to blame. 
Rang. | Returns. ] But I beg ten thouſand Pardons, 

Couſin, that I ſhould forget to ſalute you. | 
Car. Pſhah! How can you trifle at ſuch a Time as this? 
Rang. A Trifle! Wrong not your Beauty. 

Clar Lord! How teizing you are! There, 
Rang. ¶ Kies her.) Poor thing! how uneaſy ſhe is! 
ay, no Ceremony. You ſhall not ſtir a Step with me. 
Clay. I do not intend it. This is downright provoke - 
ing. [Exit Ranger.) Who's there 
D 5 unten 
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Landl. Madam, did your Ladyſhip call ? 
\/ Cory Dae one Mr. Meggot live in this Neighbour- 
| a | | | 
Landl. Yes, Madam, a fine Gentleman, and keeps a 
noble Houſe, and a World of Company. 
Clar. Very well. I don't want his Hiſtory. I-wonder 
my Servants are not come yet. 
Landl. Lack-a-day, Madam, they are all below. 
-  Clar. Send up one then with a Card to me. I muſt 
| Know the Truth of this Affair immediately. {Exeunt. 
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A Rom in Mr. Striftland's Houſe. Mr. and 
Mrs. Strictland diſcover'd ; ſbe weeping, 
and he writing at a Table. 
Mr. STRICTLAND. 


| 3 Ho ! 
r. Strict. What can poſhbly be the Occaſion of 
t Sigh, Madam? You have yourſelf agreed to a 


Maintenance, and a Maintenance no Dutcheſs need be 
aſham'd of. | 


M,. Strid. But the Extremities of Provocation that 


drove me to that Agreement 
Mr. Strict. Were the Effect of your own Follies. Why 
do you diſturb me? [Writes on. 


Mrs. Strick. I would not willingly give you a Mo- 
ment's Uneaſineſs. I but defire a fair and equal Hear- 
ing: And if I ſatisfy you not in every Point, then aban- 
don me, diſcard me to the World, and its malicious 
Tongues. | 
Mr. Strig. What was it you ſaid ? Damn this Pen. 

Mrs. Strict. I ſay, Mr. Stridtland, I would only — 

Mr. Strich. You would only !—— You would only 
repeat what you have been ſaying this Hour, I am inno- 
cent; and when I ſhew'd you the Letter I had taken from 
your Maid, what was then your poor Evaſion, but that 

is was to Clarinda, and you were innocent? Mrs. 
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Mrs. Strict. Heaven knows I am innocent. 


59 


- Mr. Strict. But I know your Clariuda, your Woman: 
of Honour is your Blind, your Cover, your — But why 
a do I diſtract myſelf about a Woman I have no longer 
any Concerns with? Here, Madam, is your Fate. A. 
r Letter to your Brother in the Country. 


Mrs. Strict. Si 
Mr. Strict. I have told him what a Siſter he is to ro- 
ceive, and how bid her welcome. 
Mrs. Strict. Then my Ruin is compleat. My Brother! 
Mr. Strid. I muſt vindicate my own Honour. Elſe 
what will che World ſay? | 
Mrs. Strick. That Brother was my only Hope, my: 
only Ground of Patience. In his Retirement I hoped 
my Name might have been ſafe, and flept, till by ſome 
a happy Means you might at length have known. me in- 
nocent, and pitied me. 
Mr. $tri&. Retirement! pretty Soul! No! No! That 
Face was never made for Retirement. It is another Sort 
of Retiring you are fitteſt for. Ha!] Hark! What's that? 
[4 Knocking at the Door. ] Two gentle Taps-- And why but 


f two? Was that the Signal, Madam? Stir not on your Life. 
a Mrs. Strict. Give me Reſolution, Heaven, to bear this 
c Uſage, and keep it ſecret from the World. [ dg. 
M.. Strict. I will have no Signs, no Items. No Hem 
t to tell him I am here. Ha! another Tap. The Gen- 
tleman is in haſte, I find. [Opens the Door, and Enter 
y Teſter.] Teſer “ why did you not come in, Raſcal ? 
4 [ Beats him.] All Vexations meet to croſs me. . 
- Tefler. Lard, Sir! What do you ſtrike me for? My 
- Miſtreſs order d me never to come in where ſhe was, 
- without firſt knocking at the Door. 
8 Mr. Strict. Oh, cunning Devil! Tefer is too honeſt 
to be truſted ! | 


2 Strict. Unhappy Man! Will nothing undeceire 


him Afſede. 
| 2 Sir, here is a Letter. | LAS 
r. Strict. To my Wiſe ? | 
Tefter. No, Sir, to you. The Servant waits below. 
Ur. Strict. Art ſure it is a Servant? 
L Tefter, Sir. [Staring] It is Mr. Nucl, Sir. 
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My. Strids. Tam mad. I know not what I ſay, or do, 
or think. But let's read. [ Reads to himſelf. 


Sir, Ve cannot bear to reflect that Mrs. Strictland may 
poffibly be ruin d in your Efleem, and in the Voice of the 
World, only by the Confuſion which our Affair has made in 
your Family, without offering all within our Power to clear 
the 1 etaveen you. you will give yourſelf 
the Trouble but to flep to Mr. Meggot's, obere all the Pa- 
ties will be; wwe doubt not but wwe can entirely ſatisfy your 
moſt flagrant Suſpicions, to the Honour of Mrs. Strictland, 
and the Quiet of your Lives. Jacintha, John Bellamy. 


Hey! Here is the whole Gang witneſſing for one ano- 
ther. They think I am an Aſs and will be led by the 
Noſe to believe every thing. Call me a Chair. [ Exit 
Teſter.] Yes, I will go to this Rendezvous of Enemies 
— —[ will——and find out all her Plots, her Artifices 
and Contrivances. It will clear my Conduct to her Bro- 
ther, and all her Friends. Exit Mr. Strictland. 
Mrs. Strict. Gone, ſo abruptly ! What can that Letter 
be about ? No Matter. There is no Way left to make us 
eaſy but by my Diſgrace, and I muſt learn to ſuffer, 
Time and Innocence will teach me to bear it patiently. 


Enter Lucetta. 


Lucet. Mrs. Bellamy, Madam, (for my young Lady 
is married) begs you would follow Mr. Stricland to 
Mr. Meggot's. She makes no doubt but ſhe ſhall be able 
to make you and my Maſter eaſy. | 

Mrs. Stridt. But how came the to know any thing of 
the Matte? | 

Lucet. J have been with them, Madam. I could not 
bear to ſee ſo good a Lady ſo ill treated. 1761 

Mrs. S$tri&. I am indeed, Lacetta, ill treated. But I 
Hope this Day will be the laſt of it. el 
Lucet. Madam Clarinda and Mr. Frankly will be 
there: And the young Gentleman, Madam, who was 
with you in this Room laſt Night. 

Mrs. Strict. Ha! if He is there, there may be Hopes; 


and it is worth the trying. 


Luce 
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Lucet. Dear Lady—Let me call a Chair. 
Mrs. Strict. I go with you. I cannot be more wretched 

than I am. | [Excunt. 


S ⏑ 
A Room in Meggot's Houſe. 


Enter Frankly, Ranger, Bellamy, Jacintha, and Meggot. 


Frank. Oh, Ranger! This is News indeed. Your 
Couſin, and a Lady of ſuch Fortune! 

Rang. I have done the Buſineſs for' you. I tell you 
ſhe's your own. She loves you: 

Frank. Words are. too faint to tell the Joy I feel. 

Rang. I have put that Heart of hers into ſuch a Flutter, 
that I'll Iay a hundred Guineas, with the Aſſiſtance which 
this Lady has promis'd me, I fix her yours directly. 

Facin. Ay, ay, Mr. Frankly, we have a Deſign upon 
her which cannot fail. But you muſt obey Orders, 

Frank. Moſt willingly. But remember, dear Lady, I 
have more than Life at Stake, | 

Jacin. Away then into the next Room; for ſhe is this 
Initant coming hither. | e pt 

Frank. Hither? You ſurpriſe me more and more. 

Jacin. Here is a Meſſage from her, by which ſhe de- 
fires leave to wait on me this Afternoon. 

Rang. Only for the Chance of ſeeing you here, I 
aſſure ye. | 
k Frank. Let me hug thee, tho' I know not how to be- 

eve it. | 

Rang. Pſha! Prithee, do not ſtifle me! It is a buſy 
Day, a very buſy Day. #7 
— Meg. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature 
in Life. | 

Rang. But the moſt lucky one, Fack, if I ſucceed for 

' Frankly, as J have for Bellamy; and my Heart whiſpers 
me I thall. Come in, moſt noble Mr. Buck/e : And what 


have you to propole ? 

nee e Enter Buckle. 

Buckle. A Lady, Madam, in a Chair, ſays her Name is 
Clarinda. | , N R 1 Jacin, 
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Facin, Deſire her to walk up. | 

Bella. How could you let her wait? [Exit Buckle. ] 
You muſt excuſe him, Madam. Baca is a true Bachelor's 
Servant, and knows no Manners. 

acin. Away, away, Mr. Frankly, and ſtay till I call you. 

A Rap with my Fan ſhall be the Signal. [ Exit Frankly.] 
We make very free with your Houſe, Mr. Meggot. 

Fack Meg. Oh! You could not oblige me more 


Enter Clarinda. 


Clar. Dear Mrs. Bellamy, pity my Copfufion. I am 


to wiſh you Joy, and ask your Pardon all in a Breath. 
I know not what to ſay. I am quite aſham'd of my laſt 
Night's Behaviour. | k; 
Facin. Come, come, Clarinda, it is all well. All is 
over and forgot. Mr. Bellam | [ Salute. 
 Clar. I wiſh you Joy, Sir, with all my Heart, and 
ſhould have been very ſorry if any Folly of mine had 


prevented it. 
Bella. Madam, I am oblig'd to you. 
4 LAlde.] I ſee nothing of Mr. Frankly! My Heart 


| ves me. | 

Ran And fo, you came hither purely out of Friendſhip, 
Good-hature, and Humility. 
_  Clar. Purely. 

Rang. To confeſs your Offences, to beg Pardon, and 
to make Reparation. | 

Clar. Purely. Is this any thing ſo extraordinary? 
_ Jack Meg. The moſt ſo of any ching in Life, I think. 

Rang. A very whimſical Buſineſs for ſo fine a Lady, 
and an Errand you- ſeldom went on before, I fancy, my 
Od I dare wear, if 1 judge by th 
# acts. Never, | 1Wear, if 1 jr | 5 
a Land Concern ſhe ſhews in — 2 - 
. . Car. Concern? Lard!. well! I proteſt, you are all 
exceeding pretty Company ! Being iettled for Life, Ja- 
cintha, 1 an eaſe to the Mind, that brightens Conver- 
{ation ſtrangely. 11 | 
 F acin. I am ſorry, with all my Heart, you are not in 
the ſame Condition; for as you are, my Dear, you are 
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Rang. But with à little of our Help, Madam, the 
Lady may recover, and be very good Com 

Clar. Hum! 1 Mr. Bellamy 2 

Bella. Ask him, Madam. 

Clar. Indeed I ſhall not give myſelf the Trouble. 

Facin. Then you know what he means, 

Clar. Something impertment, I ſuppoſe, not worth 
explaining. 

Jacin. It is ſomething you won't let him explain, I find. 


Enter a Servant, aud whiſpers Meggot. 


Fack Meg. Very well! Deſire him to walk into the 
Parlour. Madam, the Gentleman is below. 
; Jos Then every one to your Poſt, You know your 

es 

Rang. I warrant ye. | [ Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Clar. All gone! I am glad of it, for I want to ſpeak 
to you. 

Facin. And I, my dear Clarinda, have ſomething which 
I do not know how to tell you. But it muſt RO 
ſooner or later. | 

Clar. What's the matter? 

Jacin. Poor Mr. Frankly — 

Clary. You fright me out of my Senſes! 
8 Has no Wounds, but what you can cure. Ha! 

ha! 

Clar. Pſhah! I am angry. 
. Facin. Pihah! You are pleas'd—— And will be more 
ſo, when I tell you, this Man, whom Fortune has thrown 
in your Way, 1s, in Rank and Temper, the Man in the 
World, who ſuits you beſt for a Husband. 


Cler. Husband! I ſay, Husband, indeed! Where will 


this end? [ 4fide. 

4 F acin. 8 Soul is . and wy * 2 an 
Opportunity of te He is in the next Room. 

Shall I call him 5 * 


Clar. My dear Girl, hold! | 

Jacin. How fooliſh is this Coyneſs now, Clarinda : If 
the Men were here indeed, ſomething be we 
And fo, Mr. Fraxkly ! 

Clar. How can you be ſo teazing? WD 


Facin, 


| 
| 


» 
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Tacin. Nay, I am in downright Earneſt. And to ſhew 
ou how particular I have been in my Enquiries, tho” I 
ow you have a Spirit above regarding the modiſh, pal- 
try way of a Smithfield Bargain His Fortune 
Clay. I don't care what his Fortune is. | 
- Facin. Don't ye ſo? Then you are farther gone than I 
thought you were. 5 
Clar. No, Piha! Pr'ythee I don't mean fo neither. 
actin. I don't care what you mean. But you won't 
like him the worſe, I hope, for having a Fortune ſuperior 
to your own. Now, ſhall I call him in? ES, 
- . Clay. Pho! dear Girl-—Some other time. 4 
_- Facin. | Raps with her Fan.] hat's the Signal, and here 
be is. You ſhall not ſtir. I poſitively will leave you to- 
gether. [Exit Jacintha. 
Clar. I tremble all over. | 
Enter Frankly. 


mm I ag TED 


our having ſo luckily met with a common Friend in | 
Mrs. Bellamy — — 
Clar. Sir! 


Frank. Makes ary farther Apology for my Behaviour 
laſt Night abſolutely unneceſſary. | 
Car. So far, Mr. Frankly, that I think the Apology 
ſhould be rather on my fide, for the impertinent Buſtle I 
made about her. 
Fran. This Behaviour gives me Hopes, Madam. t 
Pardon the Conſtruction— But from the little Buflle you 
- made about the Lady, may I not hope, you was not quite 
indifferent about the Gentleman ? 
Car Have a care of being too ſanguine in your Hopes. 
Might not a Love of Power, or the Satisfaction of 
 " ſhewing that Power, or the dear Pleaſure of abufing that 1 
Power; might not theſe have been Foundation enough 
for more than what I did? | th 
Frank. Charming Woman! — With moſt of your Sex, * 
I grant, they might, but not with you. Whatever Power 
- your Beauty gives, your Good nature will allow you no 
other uſe of it, than to oblige. ' | 
Car. This is the Height of Compliment, Mr. Fran4/y. 


Frank, 
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Frank, Not in my Opinion, I aſſure you, Madam; 
and I am now going to put it to the Trial. | 

Clar. ¶ Aide. ] What is he going to ſay now? 

Frank. | Afide ) What is it that ails me, that I cannot 
ſpeak? Pſha! he here! 


Enter Ranger. 


Clar. Interrupted ! impertinent ! 

Rang. There is no ſight fo ridiculous as a Pair of your 
true Lovers, Here are you two now, bowing and cringing, 
and keeping a Paſſion ſecret from one another, that is no 
Secret to all the Houſe beſide. And if you don't make 
the matter up immediately, it will be all over the Town 
within theſe two Hours. | 

Clar. What do you mean? 

Frank. Ranger —— 

Rang. Do you be quiet, can't ye! [ Afde.] But it is over, 
I ſuppoſe, Couſin, * you have given him your Conſent. 

_ Clar. Sir, the Liberties you are pleas'd to take with me— 

Rang. Oh! in your Airs ſtill, are you? Why then, 
Mr. Frankly, there is a certain Letter of yours, Sir, to 
this Lady —— | 

Clar. A Letter to me! 

Rang. Ay! to you, Madam. 

Frank. Ha! what of that Letter? 

Rang. It is only fallen into Mr. S:ri#/and's Hands, 
that is all ; and he has read it. 

Frank. Read it! | 

Rang. Ay! read it to all his Family at home, and to 
all the Company below: And if ſome Stop be not put to 
it, it will be read in all the Coffee-houſes in Town. 

Frank. A Stop! This Sword ſhall put a Stop to it, or 
I will periſh in the Attempt. 

Rang. But will that Sword put a Stop to the Talk of 
the Town ?—— Only make it talk the faſter, take my 
Word for it. 

Clar. This is all a Trick. 

Rang. Is it ſo? you ſhall ſoon ſee that, my fine Couſin. 

[Exit Ranger. 
Fran. It is but too true, I fear. There is ſuch a 
Letter which I gave Lucetta. Can you forgive me? ve 
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9 when I could neither ſee, nor hear 
of you? | 
lar. [rg] Yau give yourſelf, Mr. Frankly, a 
Thouſand more Uneaſineſſes than you need about me. 
Frank. If this Uneaſineſs but convinces you how much 
I love you——Interrupted again 


Clar. ¶Aſfide.] This is downright Malice. 


Enter Ranger, follow'd by Jacintha, Mr. Strictland, 
RN my, and Meggot. 
Rang. Enter, enter, Gentlemen and Lady. 
Clar. Mr. Stridlaua here! What is all this? 
ü Reng. Now you ſhall ſee whether this is a Trick or no. 
|  Jacin. Do not be uneaſy, my Dear; we will explain 
| it to you. ** 
Frank. I cannot bear this trifling, Ranger, when my 
Heart is on the rack. 
Rang. Come this way then, and learn. 
| [Jacintha, Clarinda, Frankly, ad Ranger retire. 
u.. Strictland, Bellamy, and Meggot advance. 
Mr. Strict. Why, I know not well what to ſay. This 
has a Face. This Latter may as well agree with Carinda 
as with my Wife, as you have told the Story; and Lacetta 
explain'd it ſo——But ſhe for a Sixpenny Piece would 
have conſtru'd it the other way. 
- Fack Meg. But, Sir, if we produce this Mr, Franiiy to 
you, and he owns himſelf the Author of this Letter t 
Bella. And if Clarinda likewiſe be brought beſore your | 


Face to encourage his Addreſſes, there can be no farther 
Room for Doubt. | | 


Mr. Strict. No.—Let that appear, and I ſhall-—I think 
I ſhall be ſatisfied But yet it cannot be 
Bella. Why not? Hear me, Sir. [They talk. 
: { Jacintha, Clarinda, Frankly, and Ranger adwerce. 
| Jacin. In ſhort, Clarinda, unleſs the Affair is made up 4 
directly: a Separation, with all the Obloquy on her Side, 
muſt be the Conſequence. | 
Clar. Poor Mrs. Strictland, I pity her; but for him, 
he 2 all = feels were x ten times what - is. * 
| acin. It is for her ſake only, that we beg of you 
ta bear with his Impertinence. Fab = 
r. 


* 


up 
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1M, 


The" Suſpicious Husband. G7 

Clar. With all my Heart. You will do what you pleaſe 
with me. . 

Frank. Generous Creature ! 

Mr. Strict. Ha! here ſhe is, and with her the veryMan 
I ſaw deliver the Letter to Lucetia— I do begin to fear I 
have made myſelf a Fool Now for the Proof. — Here 
is a Letter, Sir, which has given me great Diſturbance, 
and theſe Gentlemen aſſure me it was writ by you. 

Frank. That Letter, Sir, upon my Honour I left this 
Morning with Lucetta, for this Lady. 

Mrs. Strict. For that Lady! and, Frankly, the Name 
at the bottom, is not feign'd, but your real Name ? 

” Frank. Frankly is my Name. 

Mr. Strict. I ſee, I feel myſelf ridiculous, 

acin. Now, Mr. Strictland I hope 

Fac Meg. Ay! 7 * clear Caſe. 

Strick. I am ſatisfied, and will go this Inſtant to 
Mrs. Strialand. : 
Nang. Why then the Devil fetch me, if this would 
fatisfy me. | 

Mr. _ —— that? 

. Nay, nothing. It is no Affair of mine. 

Bell What do — mean, Ranger ? 

Mr. Strid. Ay! what do you mean ? I will know be- 
fore I ſtir. 

Rang. With all my Heart, Sir. Cannot you fee that 
all this may be a concerted Matter between them? 

Frank. Ranger, you know I can reſent. | 

Mr. Strict. Go on.—I will defend you, let who will 
reſent it. 

Rang. Why then, Sir, I declare myſelf your Friend: 
and were I as you— nothing but their immediate Mar- 
riage ſhould convince me. 

Mr. Strict. Sir, You're right, and are my Friend, in- 
deed. Give me your Hand. 

Rang. Nay, were to hear her ſay, I, C/arinda, take 
thee Charles, I would not believe them till I ſaw them 
a-bed together. Now reſent it as you will. 

; Mr. Strick. Ay, Sir, as you will. But nothing leſs 


oth |. #ſhall convince me; and ſo, my fine Lady, if you are in 


ar. 


earneſt 
Clar. 
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68 The Suſpicious Husband. | 


Clay. Sure, Mr. Strict landa —. + Vs \ 

Mr. Strict. Nay, no flouncing ! You cannot eſcape. 

Rang. Why, Frankly, has't no Soul? | 
" Frank. I pity her Confuſion. | 

Rang. Pity her Confuſion ? the Man's a Fool—Here, 
take her Hand | YER 

Frank. Thus on my Knees then, let me raviſh with 
your Hand, your Heart. 4 

Clay. Raviſh it you cannot; for it is with all my Heart 
I give it you. | 

Mr. Strict. I am ſatisfied. | 

Clar. And fo am I, now it once is over. 

Rang. And fo am I, my dainty Coufin— And I with 
you Joy of a Man, your whole Sex would go to Cuffs 


for, if they knew him but half ſo well as I do— Ha! 


She here? This is more than I bargain'd for. FAjide. 


Jacintha lads in Mrs. Strictland. 


Mr. Strict. [ Embracing Mrs. Stri4land ] Madam, re- 
proach me not with my Folly, and you ſhall never hear 
of it again. $7 T | 

Mrs. Strict. Reproach you? No! if ever you hear the 
leaſt Reflection bay Lips, forſake me in that Inſtant. 
Or, what would yet be worſe, ſuſpe& again. 

Me. Strict. It is enough. I am aſham'd to talk to 
thee. —— This Letter which I wrote your Brother, thus I 
tear in Pieces, and with it part for ever with my Jealouſy, 

Mrs. Strict. This is a Joy, indeed] as great as unexpect- 
ed. Yet there is one thing wanting to make it laſting. 

Rang. What the Devil is coming now ? [Aldi. 

Mrs. Strict. Be aſſur'd, every diber Suſpicion of me 
was as unjuſt as your laſt; tho' perhaps you had more 
Foundations for your Fears, | 

Rang. She won't tell, ſure, for her own ſake. [ Aide. 

Mrs. Strict. All muſt be clear'd before my Heart will 

be — __ 7 v8 $65; | 
ang. It looks plaguy like it, tho' ! Aſide. 
Mr. trig. What — you? I am Midge. 


Mrs. Strict. There was a Man, as you ſuſpected, in 
| | * 


my Chamber laſt Night. 41 
Mr. Strict. Ha! take care, I ſhall relapſe, 


Mrs. 


% 


The Suſpicious Husband. 69 
Mrs. Strif. That Gentleman was he 
Rang. Here is a Devil for you ! [ Afede. - 
- Airs. Strick. Let him explain the reſt. 
Nang. A Frolick l a meer Frolick on my Life. : 
Mr. Strict. A Frolick! Zound! I 17 inter poſe. 
g. Nay don't let us quarrel the very Moment you 
declar d yourſelf my Friend. There was no Harm done, 
I promiſe you. Nay, never frown. After I have told 
my Story, any Satisfaction you are pleas'd to ask, I ſhall 
be ready to give. | ” 
Mr. Stri#. Be quick then, and eaſe me of my Pain. 
Rang. Why then, as I was ſtrolling about laſt Night. 
N upon the Look-out, I muſt confels—— Chance, and 
Chance only convey d me to your Houſe: where I eſpied 
a Ladder of Ropes mot invitingly faſten'd to the Window. 
Facin. Which Ladder I had faſten'd for my Eſcape. 
Mr. Strict. Proceed. | 
Rang. Up mounted I, and up I ſhould have gone, if 
it had been into the Garret. I open'd one Door, then 
another, and, to my great Surpriſe, the whole Houſe was 
ſilent. At laſt, I ſtole into a Room where this Lady was 
undrefling. e 1 | 
1 M.. Strid. Sdeath and the Devil! you did not dare, 
Rang. I don't know whether I had dared, or no: if I 
had not heard the Maid ſay ſomething of her Maſter's 
being jealous. Oh! — Damn me, chought I, then the 
Work is half done to my Hands. | 
Jacin. Do you mind that, Mr. Stri&/and? 
Mr. Strict. I do— I do, molt feelingly. _ 
Nang. The Maid grew ſaucy, and, moit conveniently. 
to mly*Wiſhes, was turn'd out of the Room; and if you 
had not the beſt Wife in the World | 
Mr. Strict. Ounds ! Sir, but what Right have you 
Rang. What Right, Sir? If you will be jealous of 
your Wife without a Cauſe ;- If you will be out at that 
time of Night, when you might have been ſa much better 
ny at home: We young Fellows think we have a 
ight 


» Mr. Strid. No joking, I beſeech you. You know not 


what I feel. 
Rang. 


Rang. Then ſeriouſly, I was mad, or drunk enough, 
call it which you will, to be very rude to this Lady; for 
which I ask both her Pardon and yours! I am an odd 
ſort of a Fellow, perhaps : But I am above telling you, 
or any Man, a Lye—Damn me if I am not. 

Mr. Strick. I muſt, I cannot but believe you; and for the 
future, Madam, you ſhall find here a Heart ready to love 
and truſt you. No Tears, I beg. I cannot bear them. 
* Srri&. I cannot ſpeak, and yet there is a Favour, 

MW. Strict. I underſtand you And, as a Proof of the 


Sincerity with which I ſpeak, I beg it as a Favour of 


this Lady, in particular, [To Clarinda. ] and of all the 
Company in general, to return to my Houſe immediately: 
where every thing, Mr. Bellamy, ſhall be ſettled to your 
—_ Satisfaction. No Thanks, I have not deſery'd 
em. 

Fack Meg. I beg your Pardon, Sir. The Fiddles are 
ready. Mrs. Bellamy has promis'd me her Hand, and I 
won't part with one of you till Midnight ; and if you 
are as well ſatisfied as you pretend to be, let our Friend 
Rattle here begin the Ball with Mrs. Stri#/and; for he 
ſeems to be the Hero of the Day. 

Mr. Strick. As you and the Company pleaſe. 

Rang. Why, this is honeft. Continue but in this Hu- 
mour, and Faith! Sir, you may traſt me to run about 
your Houſe like a Spaniel. ] cannot ſufficiently admire 
at the Whimſicalneſs of my good Fortune, in being fo 
inſtrumental to this general Happineſs— Bellamy, Franky, 
J wiſh you Joy with all my Heart (tho* I had rather 

ſnould be married than » Arty « that). —_ did 
latrimony appear to me with a Smile u er Face, 
till this Do - gt 

Sure Joys for ever wait each happy Pair, 

' _-WhenSenſe the Man, and Virtue crowns the Fair; 
And kind Compliance proves their mutual Care. 
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Written by Mr. Gaz R1ck. 


Spoken by Mrs, PRITCHARD. 


An the old Sinners caſt a wicked Leer: 
Be not alarm'd, ye Fair —TYou'wve nought to fear. 
No wanton' Hint, no looſe ambiguous Senſe, 
Shall flatter vicious Tafte at your Expence. 
Leaving for once theſe ſhameleſs Arts in vogue + 
We give a Fable for the Epilogue. 


HO” the young Smarts, 1 ſee, begin to ſuter, c 


AN Aſs there avas, our Author bad me ſay, 

Who needs muſt wwrite—He did— Aud wrote a Play. 

The Parts were caft to various Beaſts and Fowl : 

Their Stage a Barn;——The Manager an Oæul. 

The Houſe was cramm'd at Six, with Friends and Foes ; 

Rakes, Wits, and Criticks, Citizens and Beaux. 

Theſe Characters appear d in different Shapes 7 

of Tigers, Foxes, Horſes, Bulls and Apes ; 

ith others tao, of lower Rank and Station 

A perfect Al ſtract of the Brute Creation. 

Each, as he felt, mar d out the Author's Faults, 

And thus the Connoiſſeurs pre their Thoughts. 

The Critick-curs firft nam d. The Rules are broke. * 

Time, Place, and Action, ſawific'd to Joke. 

The Goats cry'd out, *Tavas formal, = and chaſfie 

Not aurit for Beaffs of Gallantry and Taſte. 

The Horned-Cattle 8 in piteous > bkg 

At Fornication, Rapes, and Cuckold- making. 

The Tigers ſwore, He wanted Fire and Paſſion. 

The Apes condemn d— becauſe it was the Faſbion. * 
e 


— — 


— —— v2 —— —— 


EPILOGUE. 

We generous Steeds allow'd him proper Merit : 

Here mark'd his Faults, and there afprov'd his Spirit. 
While Brather-Bards bray'd forth with uſual Spleen, 
And, as they beard, exploded every Scene. 
When Reynard's Thoughts were ant d. the ſprugg ing Sage, 
Fam'd for Hypocriſy, and worn with Age, , 
Condemn'd, the ſhameleſs Licence of the Stage. 

At which. the Monkey abipp d from Box to Box, 

And whiſper'd round, the Judgment of the Fox; 
Abus'd the Moderns ;. talk'd of Rome and Greece ; - 
Bill d ev ry Bo keeper ; damn'd the Piece. 


Now ev'ry Fable has a Moral to it. — 
Be Charchman, "Stateſman, any thing——but Poet. 
Ia Law, or Phyfick, Quack in what you will ; 
Cant and Grimace conceal the want of Skill. 

Secure in theſe, his Gravity may paſs —— 
But here no Artifice can Bide the Aſs. 
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